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At 5:54, Stephen Greer parked his car
in the Burning Tree parking lot,
walked to the locker room, changed
his clothes (but not his shoes),
picked up his clubs, and went out onto
the course. Ten minutes later, the
clubs were abandoned at

Hole No. 4, and of the man himself,
there was not a trace—anywhere! . ..

by Fletcher Knebel

] We were three for lunch in the long,
cool room: Stephen Greer, Miguel Loo-
mis, and 1. Greer motioned me to the oak
chair on his left, That put Miguel on
Greer's right at the heavy oak table, an
unobtrustive bit of protocol that appeared
to elude young Miguel.

Although | had known Stephen Greer
fairly well for some years, this was the
first time that 1 had been invited to lunch
in the law-firm's private dining room in
the Ring Building. The conditioned air
provided a haven from Washington's late
August heat, which stewed on the side-
walks and soft macadam of Connecticut
Avenue seven stories below.

Only the intricate web of politics could
bring the White House press secretary
and Stephen Greer, a prominent attorney
and close friend of President Paul Roude-
bush, to this table to listen to a young
physicist who had just passed his twenty-
fifth birthday. Greer and | had canceled
other luncheon appointments to meet
here. That was a fascinating aspect of
politics, simple enough if one knew the
pattern, incomprehensible if one did not.

The key at this lunch was Miguel's
father, Bernard Loomis. He was a blunt,
flinty character, a phenomenal fund-
raiser for our party in California and thus
a man who could expect any reasonable
favor from the administration.

Miguel, who had a master's degree in
physics, was spending a year in Wash-
ington on a fellowship at the Atomic En-
ergy Commission as part of his work to-
ward a doctorate.

“0.K., Mike," Greer said.

“Well,”" said Miguel, “you know | came
here in June after getting my master's at
Cal. Tech. There are five other men on fel-
lowships in my section, all working on
Ph.D.s as 1 am. The idea is to familiarize
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VAN ISH ED [continued]

us w1th how the Atomic Energy Com-
mission works. Anyway, I was surprised
to learn that two of the fellowship men
not only get paid by the AEC, as I am,

but also by another organization
called . . "

“Whoa!” Greer held up a hand.
“Back up a minute. Who's paid by
whom?”

“Thesc six fellowships are AEC

grants, paid directly by the commission.
But two of the six of us also get extra
money—a good deal of it, seventy-five
hundred a year—from the Spruance
Foundation.”

“What foundation?” asked Greer.

“Spruance,” said Miguel.

“I never heard of it,” T said.

“T went to both of the men and
asked them about it. One guy said the
Spruance Foundation was an outfit that
wanted to attract more bright, young
fellows into physics by offering larger
rewards. If I was interested, he said,
he’d send one of the Spruance repre-
sentatives around to talk to me. A cou-
ple of weeks later, a man of about
forty-five or fifty, a good-looking guy,
obviously well educated, called on me
onc night at the apartment. He said he
was from Spruance and he had a prop-
osition that might appeal to me for
what he called ‘patriotic motives.” All
I really had to do for my monecy was to
listen and remember what I heard
about international developments and
international ties of physicists. If I
heard of some new line of work in It-
aly, or Israel or Russia, I was to report
it. Also, Spruance wanted the names of
American physicists who worked with
foreign scientists, visited them socially,
or traveled a lot.”

“Did he give a name¢?” asked Greer.

“Yes,” said Miguel. “Smith. The next
day I went up to the Library of Con-
gress and looked up Spruance in the
directory of tax-exempt foundations. It
isn't listed and never has been. I looked
up ‘Spruance Foundation’ in the Wash-
ington phone book. No listing. I tried
the New York directory, and saw a
listing for ‘Spruance Foundation’ at an
East Thirty-eighth Street address in New
York City. So this Monday I went up
there. Spruance was on the third floor.
It turned out the ‘foundation’ was just
one room, dirty windows, a filing cabi-
net, and a girl at a typewriter who
didn’t seem to have much to do. When
I asked her who the officers were, she
said there was only one, a Mr. Maury
Rimmel of Washington.”

“Maury Rimmel,” repeated Greer.
“I know Maury. He'’s a lobbyist around
town. Plays golf out at Burning Tree.”

MIGUEL NoDDED. “I saw Rimmel. He
was vague. He said Spruance was a
group of public-spirited businessmen,

asked him who the donors were, he

remain anonymous.

“l don’t see why this concerns us,
Mike,” said Greer.

“I think a lot of young physicists are
being secretly subsidized by the CIA,”
Miguel said, “and 1 think that’s a hell
of a sorry business and I think Presi-
dent Roudebush ought to knock it off.”

“What makes you think it's the
Agency?” asked Greer.

“It squares with the way the CIA has
been known to operate.”

*Assuming what you say is correct,”
asked Greer, “what’s wrong with Cen-
tral Intelligence subsidizing young
physicists?”

“I'm a physicist, damn it,” said Mi-
guel. His dark face flushed. “We're
trained to follow the truth wherever it
leads, in a laboratory at Cal. Tech or in
Moscow or Bucharcst. We have to trust
onc another. How would you fecl, if
you were a leading physicist, if you
found out that your young assistant on
an cxperiment was really there to spy
on you?”

“But if Spruance is really Agency
moncy, the purpose must be in the na-
tional interest,” said Greer.

“Just because it's the Government,
it’s in the national interest?” asked Mi-
guel, “What business does the CIA have
infiltrating the ranks of scicnce? You
can defend that kind of spook business
if you want to, but I think it stinks.”

Greer ate slowly for several minutes,
then pushed his chair back from the
table. “Mike,” he said, “if what you
surmisc is true, I'd be inclined to agree
with you. Right off, I see no earthly
reason why the Agency should be us-
ing young physicists as a front for one
of the Agency’s ‘black’ operations.
Gence? What do you think?”

“Ditto,” I said. Ever since my days
in newspaper city rooms, I had taken a
dim view of the CIA. Now the Agency
was a colossus, and some of the things
I had learned about it since arriving at
the White House more than three years
ago increased my misgivings.

“Just what do you want us to do?”
Greer asked Miguel.,

“I hoped,” said Miguel, “that you
could persuade the President to order
the CIA to drop the Spruance subsidy
of physicists.”

“Why don’t you let Gene and me
huddle over this and figure out the best
way to approach the President,” Greer
said. “In the meantime, you just go
ahead with your work at the AEC.”

“0.K., Mr. Greer.” Miguel arosc at
his place. “I'll just wait to hear from
you. And thanks.”

I SAID GOODBYE to Steve. He had seen
the President two nights ago, on Tues-
day, he said, and it was unfortunate he
had not known then about Miguel’s

the subject off-handedly in a soci#l con--
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hHe seven blocks to the
White House and entered the west wing
lobby, exchanging a few words with the
newspapermen sitting on the green
leather lounges.

When T draped my coat on the back
of my office swivel chair, Jill's hair, as
usual, was enfolding the telephone, and
she was whispering into the mouthpiece.

How to explain Jill Nichols? She had
been whispering into that same phone
for more than three years. Once we
counted the calls for a week and found
she murmured, “Mr. Culligan’s office,”
ninety-three times a day.

Jill’s hairdo was ridiculous. Her hair
was blond, trimmed in severc bangs,
straight to her shoulders. She was
twenty-four years old, but she resem-
bled one of those teen-age girls who
wear black boots and white stockings
and talk obscurely about being unable
to “relate” to anyone. She came to the
press office right out of Swarthmore.

T could not fire her because she was
tormentingly efficient, somewhat like a
clock that strikes regularly on the
wrong hour, and, more important, I
was in love with her. I say “in love” be-
cause I was not sure whether I loved
her. I was thirty-eight—or fourtecn
years older than Jill—and had no han-
kering to become known as the poor
man’s William O, Douglas. Also, those
fourteen years could have been three
generations between us. I was a political
p.r. man, Jill's world teemed with art
shows, introspective novels by Yugo-
slavs and Chileans, classic Spanish
guitar, vacations at unknown islands,
and off-beat friends who spent their
time groping for identity. Jill’s best
friend was her roommate, Butter
Nygaard. In her spare time, Butter
twisted iron into pornographic shapes
and smoked pot.

I didn’t understand Jill, but she fas-
cinated me. I saw her as many nights as
I could, and sometimes, when Butter
was making the scene somewhere, I
spent the night at Jill's apartment in
Georgetown. I felt guilty at times for
monopolizing Jill and keeping her off
the marriage market, but she said that
was her worry.

“How’s Miguel?” asked Jill. “Butter
would like to seec more of him. She calls
him the Aztec Apollo. Butter says he
has the most beautiful body she ever
saw.”

“I didn’t know she saw that much of
it,” T said. Then I told Jill about the
meeting with Greer and Loomis. What
Jill heard, she did not repeat.

I had my own backed-up calls to re-
turn and I worked until three-thirty,
when the President informed me on the
green phone that he was ready for me.

THE THOUGHT that invariably struck
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-looking the rose garden was that Paul
Roudebush looked li

was tall and big-framed, yet with little
excess poundage and no paunch. His
thick hair, once black, was now almost
all gray. He was a plain man at corc.
His mental processes were uncompli-
cated. He became angry, openly, but he
scldom brooded. He reached decisions
with reasonable speed and hc wasted
litt:e time bewailing his errors.

There was a naive quality about him
that I am sure the voters sensed and
found appealing. He believed in prog-
ress, in man’s ability to improve his own
naturc, and in a bundle of allied con-
cepts from the American ethic heritage
that I had long since soured on.

When 1 entered his office, he put
down a paper he was recading, and
pushed his spectacles up.

“What are the boys worrying about
today?”

I ticked off a half-dozen items. Au-
gust had been placid for the Roudebush
adninistration, the minority party mak-
ing most of the headlines with its Hous-
ton convention and the nomination of
Governor Stanley Wolcott of Illinois as
the candidate to oppose Roudebush at
the November election.

The President said: “I got a phone
call from Steve. He told me about Mi-
guel Loomis’s problem and said you'd
supply the details.”

I told him about the luncheon meect-
ing in Steve Greer’s office and Miguel
Loomis’s suspicions.

“Spruance,” the President said, test-
ing thc word. “Physicists. Is that name
familiar to you, Gene?”

“No. sir. I never heard of it before.”

He sat quictly, thinking. for a mo-
ment. “Gene, if this is a CIA opcration.
I know nothing about it. | want to hear
what Arthur has to say.” He flipped the
key on his intercom box that connected
with  Grace Lalley, his sccretary.
“Grace, please call Arthur Ingram and
set up an appointment here for 4:30
tomorrow. Thanks.” The President set-
tled back in his chair. “I want you in
here, too,” he said.

Roudebush had inherited Arthur VlC-
tor Ingram from thc previous adminis-
tration. Ingram’s following was so
strong and influential that to dismiss
him would be to provoke instant battle.
Privatc dining rooms in the CIA’s se-
cluded fortress in wooded Langley, Vir-
ginia, werce the scenes of weekly dinners
where congressmen were served deftly
filtered secrets - of the intelligence
agency along with the prime ribs and
strawberry mousse. Ingram’s command
suites and those of his deputy director
occupied most of the top floor on the
front side of the building which
stretched as long as an aircraft carrier.

I arosc to leave and the President
said: “Gene, I hope you won't mind
staying late tonight. I'd like you to sit

in on the first draft of o SR FEY RSN SOUBIBAE" CHAZRBPEE51350Kb0ZbPAGH ez e foor, Sena-

opencr. I'm not satisficd with the initial
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Neither am I,” I said. “Sure, ['lI
glad to stay. I'd like to put my oar in.”
And so it was that 1 was working latc
that night on the second floor of the
west wing when T received the puzzling
telephone call from Mrs. Susannah
Greer, Steve’s wife.

WIEN SUSANNAH GREER RETURNED
to the old brick house on Brookside
Drive in Kenwood about six o’clock
that evening, she remembered it was
Thursday, Steve’s day for after-work
golf, for last night had been his Wednes-
day Potomac Study Club night. He usu-
ally arrived from Burning Trec, Wash-
ington’s all-male golf course, about
seven-thirty.

But tonight, seven-thirty came, and
then cight, and finally eight-thirty, with-
out him. Reluctantly, she dialed the
telephone number of Burning Tree.

*“This is Mrs. Stephen Greer. I'd like
to speak to my husband please, if he's
still there,”

“I'll switch you to the bar.” The line
stuttered a moment, then a heavy voice
said: “Nincteenth hole.”

“This is Mrs. Stephen Greer, May 1
speak to Mr. Greer please?”

“Oh, Sue. This is Maury Rimmel.”
The voice had a whiskey heartiness.
“Steve isn’t here. Just Joe Hopkinson
and mysclf, finishing up a gin game.”

“I was trying to locatc Steve.”
“Hey, Joe.” Rimmel was
across the room. “When did

Greer finish up?”

The answer was indistinct to Suc.
Then Rimmel said: “We don’t remem-
ber sccing Steve since we saw him at
number onc about six, Why don't T go
sce if his car is still in the lot,”

It was five minutes before Rimmel
returned to the phone. “‘lLook, Suc, the
car’s still out in the parking lot. but
Steve’s nowhere around the clubhouse.
Joc and 1 checked his locker and we
found his suit hanging in there. On the
other hand, his golf shoes are in the
locker too. Then Joc remembered that
when we saw Steve at the first tce, he
was wearing his street shoes.”

“And nobody’s seen him since six?”
She was upset now. “Could somcthing
have happened to him out on the
course?”

“Tell you what, Sue. Joe and T'll get
a cart and a flashlight and have a look
around.”

Susannah Greer slowly replaced the
receiver, aware that anxicty was flood-
ing the initial (lowering of relief. The
golf bag . . . the golf shoes and thc
strect clothes in Steve's locker. Could
he have been summoned suddenly to
the White House?

She walked swiftly to the hall tele-
phone and dialed 465-1414,

“Hello.” It was the raspy voice of

talking
Steve

is Gene Culligan, Mrs. Greer, Can 1

“Is Steve there?”

“Is he supposed to be here?”

“He was supposed to be home at
seven-thirty and I haven't heard from
him.”

“Let me give the agent on the night
detail a ring. Maybe Steve’s with the
President.”” A minute dragged by. “No,”
said Culligan. “Steve hasn't been around
tonight. I had lunch with him this noon,
and he mentioned he was swamped.”

“Oh,” said Sue. “Thanks, Gene.”

Sue walked slowly back to the living
room, her arms folded against the night
chill. The phone rang. She wheeled and
ran to the hall again.

“Mrs. Greer?” asked an unfamiliar
male voice.

“Yes. This is Susannah Greer.”

“Mrs. Greer, I have a message for
you. I will read it slowly: Quote. Dear-
cst Sue: Please don’t worry, Cubby.
Have faith in me. I'll return when T
can, but may take time. I love you. Un-
quote.”

“Who is this?’ But in mid-question
she heard the telephone click at the
other end.

THE FIRST BLUE-~STREAK EDITION of
the Friday, August 27, Washington
Evening Star carried a three-column
photograph of Stephen Greer on page
one. The story ran a column on the
front page and four morce inside.

The article disclosed the disappear-
ance of Greer, a five-hour scarch of the
Burning Tree Club grounds by police,
and the surmise of Chief Thad Wilson.
of the Metropolitan Police, that Greer
probably walked off the course about 8
r.M. Thursday. The writer said that
Migucl Loomis, a young friend of the
family, had been enlisted as a liaison
man between Mrs. Greer and the press.

The article reported the widespread
police opinion that Greer had disap-
peared voluntarily.

Stephen Byfield Greer is regarded as one
of the leading attorneys of the District of
Columbia bar and is a senior partner in
the prominent firm of Greer, Hilstrater,
Tomlin & DeLuca. He has practiced law
here since his graduation, third in his class,
from Columbia University Law School.

The disappearance, unless quickly re-
solved, could have national implications
in view of the upcoming presidential cam-
paign. President Paul Roudebush is slated
to open his campaign for re-election
eleven days hence with a Labor Day
speech in Chicago. Gov. Stanley Wolcott
of Illinois, the opposition candidate nomi-
nated at the rccent Houston convention,
will kick off his campaign the same day
in Detroit’s Cadillac Square.

Greer has been close to President
Roudebush since the President’s terms in
the Senate and was an adviser during the
successful Roudebush presidential cam-

paign.
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cian tor Governor Wolcott, leianed to-
ward his colleague on the right.

"What do vou make ot this Greer
husiness 7 MofFut usked.

“IUs a puzzer.” said the other senator.

A close friend ol a President of the
United States doesn’t disappear at the
outset of a prestdential campaign unless
he's i bad trouble.” agreed Moffat,

] LOOKI'D AT MY NOTES on the square,
lined pad. A dozen items all began with
the same symbol: G We were nearing
the end of one of the most hectic days
n months.

“lLets get them in here, HILT T siad.

IS desk fooked ke a typhoon had
swept 1t A ever, she was whispering
into the  telephone. The long  huair
dripped to her shoulders. She brushed
at the hair, finished her fow conversa-
tion, moved across the room. straight-
ened my o desk sign. which read simplv,
“Culligan.” and planted o prim Kiss on
my torehead.

She walked with her sinuous. bone-
less flow. Opening the door. she called,
“Press!™ in that fev voice of u child,
then stepped back guickly to avord the
surpine tide of journalism.

I'he newsmen swarmed around my
desk. The normal contingent ol thirty
White House regulars had swelled to
more than a hundred men and women.

UNo announcements.” T osaid, Tesecept
that the President is keepineg all ap-
pomtments on the hst.”™ (Arthur [n-
gram’s 4:30 call was off-the-record and
thus had not been posted.) “So let’s go
1o yuestions,”

“Grreer, What else?” said Dave Paul-
ick. who wrote and cdited D.Ps Dos-
sier, a0 newsletter ol fifty-thousand cir-
culation which specialized in uncorking
Washington scandals.

“We don't know any more about the
sttuation than vou do. Dave. The Presi-
dent s tollowing the police reports as
they come in. We know. naturally. that
Stephen Greer has disappeared. Bevond
that, we're stymied.”™

“H.us the President spoken to Mrs.
Gireer?”

“Yes. He expressed his concern to
Mrs. Greer and. of course, olfered to
help in uny wayv he cun.”

“Look, Gene, can’t we quuate vou di-

©reet somehow on just how the President

is taking this?”

[ glunced uat the note pad. “You can
quote me direetly on this one thing,
Quote. President Roudebush is deeply

+ concerned. Stephen Greer is one ol his

best friends as well as a trusted, 1f unot-
ficial, adviser. Naturally. therefore, the
President’s concern is a personal one
and he looks torward to an carly solu-
tion. Lnyuote.”

"When did the President last tulk to

“Tuesday night.” I said. “Greer ¢came
or a talk.”

“Ido’t know.™

,

rmi QUESTIONS PULSED fur another five
minutes while Jill stood with her back
to the door. guurdian nymph of the
extt. Hod the FBI been culled in? No.
So far 1o indication of a violation of
federal law. What was Greer advising
on currently?  General  policy. Had
Gireer ever been to a psychutrist? Don't
know, hut think implications of ques-
tion are out of order. Had any tips been
phoned o the White House? Yes. Mostly
cranks, but the Secret Serviee recorded
them al and passed on & few leads to
the police.

Jill, «miling beatifically, opened the
door. The herd stampeded o the lobby.
Her pade lipstick against white  skin
made her appear unusually delicate in
the rude crush of bodies.

Jill ¢lysed the door and turned to me.

“Hive T told vou today that F'm very
fond of you™

“You sound like my Kid sister.”

“lell me more at my place tonight.
Butter has a date. Right?”

“Right.”

I watched as she
padded swivel chair.

The buzzer on my green phone. my
direct line to the Presidents office. set
off u low, steady drone. Grace Lalley
satd: “Arthur Ingram’s waiting. The
Presidert says he'd like you in here. if
you've f nished with the newsmen.”

Arthur Ingram was already seated in
the oval office when 1 entered. He
nodded to me—curtly. 1 thought. The
No. | ntelligence man was immacu-
lately groomed as alwavs, his trousers
sharply creased and his crossed  feel
shod in cordovans with a gleaming pol-
ish. Ing-am held his rimless spectacles
in his hands. The narrow. tanned face
ware an expression of waryv confidence.
Ingram was an adroit. intense. aloof
man. His personality traits were the op-
posite of Roudebush’s candor. forth-
rightness. und warmth.

‘The Fresident was leaning back in his
chair. I sensed a tension in the room.

“Have a chair, Gene." he said. “T've
merely told Arthur that I wanted 1o dis-
cuss the Agency’s operations among
scientists,. Why don’t you just sketch the
affair as you did for e vesterday.”

“Yes sirt I osaad, "Yesterday noon |
and Mizuel Loomis, the son of the Edu-
cational Micro president. had luncheon
in the Ring Building with Steve Greer.”

[ tole the story as Miguel related it
the dav betfore. adding tor Ingram’s
benefit o few words about the political
importaice of Miguel's father. Barney.
When finished. Ingram’s eves left
mine ard went inquiringly 1o those of
the President.

“Well, Arthur,” said the President in

lcasunt tone, “what about it?”

settled in her

him ™" .
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“Except for a few unimportant de-
tails,” said Ingram, “t]@B Q(,ésq -
rect as far as it goes. ﬁgl iafc (itgléz
atomic scientists’ project last fall and
used the Spruance Foundation as a
conduit for funds.”

“Does this project have an Agency
“name?”

" “Yes,” said Ingram. He
slightly. “Operation Flycatcher.”

“And why was [ not informed of
this?” asked the President.

“Because of our quite explicit under-
standing at our first session after you
took office,” said Ingram swiftly. “You
said you wanted to be consulted on
broad policy, on major new undertak-
ings of a sensitive nature, but that you
could not and would not deal in day-to-
day details of Agency operation.”

“Is Operation Flycatcher confined to
young men, or have you also tried to
recruit some older nuclear scientists?”

“So far,” said Ingram, “we have con-
fined it to men working on masters’ and
doctors’ degrees. We hope, of course,
that many of these men will continue to
serve the Agency throughout their ca-
reers.”

“Who is this Mr. Rimmel, who heads
Spruance for you?” asked the President.
“A Maury Rimmel is a member at
Burning Tree, the one who searched for
Steve last night. Is that the man?”

“Yes, sir. A number of businessmen
cooperate with us, as you know, some
without compensation, some for a fee.
Rimmel is paid a fee.”

It occurred to me that Ingram would
find it quite handy to have a man on a
CIA retainer circulating at Burning
Tree. The implication was Machiavel-
lian, of course, and I wondered if I
were being overly suspicious.

colored

ROUDEBUSH AROSE, pushed his hands
into his coat pockets, and walked to the
French doors. He stood for a moment,
gazing at the back of a Secret Service
man on duty on the outside walkway.

“Arthur,” he said when he turned to
us again, “why isn’t it possible to obtain
the same information you get from the
young scientists via normal embassy
and Agency channels?”’

“I just don’t believe we’d get the
same kind of result,” said Ingram.

The President returned to his desk.
“The CIA wouldn’t be exactly crippled
if we ended this operation?”

“Crippled, no.” Ingram flushed under
his tan. “Handicapped, ycs.”

“Suppose I had a son, and suppose
he, as a young physicist, had been ap-
proached by your people. What would
my son say to me when he found out
that the CIA was infiltrating the ranks
of his colleagues? I think if 1 were in
Miguel Loomis’s shoes, I'd be just as
disturbed as he is.”

“lI take it you want Operation Fly-
catcher dismantled,” said Ingram.

“l do.” Roudebush srﬁ'led.

-

“I respect your wishes, sir, and al-
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terminated and the project closed
down.”

“Good,” said the President. “I appre-
ciate your cooperation, Arthur.”

Ingram arose and folded his unused
glasses into the leather case at his breast
pocket. “I'm sorry about Stephen
Greer,” he said. “I know it must be a
shock to you, Mr. President. If the
Agency can help in any way, please call
me at once.”

“Thank you, Arthur. For the mo-
ment, I think we should let the police
handle the case.”

As Roudebush walked Ingram to the
door, he indicated by a nod that I was
to remain. He returned to sit on the
corner of his desk. “Gene,” he said,
“can you give me one good reason why
Ingram should be using graduate stu-
dents in physics as servants of the
Agency?”

“Frankly, Mr. President, in my book
that Spruance-Flycatcher operation is a
crude, cynical business.”

He nodded. “The whole CIA has got-
ten out of hand. Subsidizing intcllectu-
als and labor leaders, buying up univer-
sity research brains, fomenting revolu-
tions, clandestine paramilitary opera-
tions—a whole ball of wax that was
never contemplated when the Agency
was set up to gather vital information
abroad.” He paused. “Follow this CIA
situation, Gene. Make notes of what I
tell you.”

THERE WAS A KNOCK on the door.
Grace Lalley tucked her head into the
room. “I think you may want to take
this one, Mr. President,” she said, “It’s
from Police Chief Wilson about Mr.
Greer.” The President answered the
phone.

He listened a moment, then said as
he hung up: “A ten-year-old boy who
lives on Burdette Road says he saw a
man being helped into a car last night a
little after eight o’clock necar the Burn-
ing Tree fence. He thinks that altogether
there were a total of threc men at the
car.”

“I suppose that means the FBL” I
said,

Roudebush looked up quickly. “You
mean kidnapping. Yes, I suppose it does
raise that possibility. I'd better call
Deskowicz.”

1 stood up. “If the FBI comes into it,
I'd appreciate a call. I couldn’t hold out
on the boys on that one.”

“Of course not,” he said. “I'll get to
you in a few minutes.”

As 1 entered my office, Jill handed
me a yellow sheet, torn from the UPI
ticker.

UPI-184
(Greer-Finance)
New York: Stocks broke sharply today in
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ance of Stephen B. UfF
President Roudebush.
Brokers attributed the surge of late sell-
ing to the “unsettling Greer news™ from
Washington, but generally predicted a rally
Monday since all business indices still
point upward and cconomists are univer-
sally bullish.
8/27—MII409PED

It was an hour later when | received
my expected call from the President. |
turned to my typewriter, rattled off my
two-finger ballet, then asked Jill to sum-
mon the troops again. The army. only
slightly depleted. clattered into my of-
fice. I held up the sheet on which I had
heen typing.

“Quote. President  Roudebush  has

requested the Federal Burcau of Inves-
tigation to join the scarch for Stephen
B. Greer. I'BI Director Peter Desko-
wicz has assigned o task force of special
agents to the investigation. This does
not mean that we believe Greer was
kidnapped. It is merely a possibility be-
ing explored. Close quote. That's it.”
T ETER DESKOwICZ sat in his oflice in
the new FBI building on Pennsylvania
Avenue. Opposite him. Special Agent
Clyde Moorhead held a sheaf of papers
on his lap.

“Greer had a full field three vears
ago when the President wanted him
cleared for deftense policy mectings.”
Moorhead said.

Deskowicz fingered his own copy of
the investigative file. He was a stout.
wan. deliberate man whose instinet for
caution guided him through the reefs of
burcaucratic  struggle.  “Clyde,  vou
know how scnsitive this is. With the
President up for re-clection, and Wol-
cott’s people scratching around for any.
thing that might damage Roudebush
... we're on the spot.”

"l know what you mean.”
Moorhead.

“You're to report directly to me.”

“O.K. What about getting Greer's
tax returns from RS

Deskowicz made a4 note on a pad.
“I'll have to check that out first with
The Man.” He thought a4 moment, then
made another note. “Let’s call the
Greer case "Ajax.' "

Moorhead stood up. “I'd better get
with it he said. adding causticallv. “if
were to clean up Ajax by Christmas.™

sald

[N MANY HOMES around thc country
that night people studied the television
shots and the front-page pictures of
Stephen Greer.

In o small. stone house of I'rench
Provengal stvle on Battle Road in
Princeton. New Jersey. Deborah Kissich
showed the picture to her hushand.
Felix.

“Isn’t that the mun who came here 10
the house last fall?”
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Kissich adjusted his steel-frame

By late Sundayv night Storm had seen
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remarhably.™ He stll spoke with a trace
of Hungarian accent. Years in the United
States had not erased it completely.
“But no. Sce. Deb. these eyes are dif-
ferent. They are set wide apart. The
man who visited here had eves very
close together. And his chin was more
pomted.”

“What was his name™””

“Muarun, Morton.” he
thing-or-other  Morton. [ think. Mr.
Something Morton from the National
Scrence Foundation.™

said. "Some-

l)\\l P ek stopped his car approxi-
nuitely at the spot where Greer van-
ished, mude a note of the mileage on
his speedometer. then drove to the near-
est airport marked on his map. It was
the Montgomery County Airpark  at
Guaithershurg. Paulick noted  the  dis-
tunce between club and airfield, sixteen
miles. and the driving time. It took him
twenty -one mimules.,

Darkness was settling when he en-
tered the operations building. A mun in
coveralls stood behind the counter.

“Sav. I'm Paulick of D.PCs Dossier.
[ wonder if vou could help me? Did a
plane take off {from here about cight-
twenty Last night, give or take a few
minutes?””

“A Beecheraft Baron took ofl at
eight thirtv-five. Belongs to Brubaker.™

“Who's Brubaker?”

“Arnie Brubaker. He's a charter pilot
around here. Lives over on Buarnaby
Road in Bethesda.™

“When did he come hack?”

“He hasn't.™

Y
b]’l('l\l AGENT LAWRENCE STORM
skimmed the Monday-morning Wuvh-
ington Post with half has mind. There
were mterviews with Burning Tree cad-
dies about Greer. a statement from
Press Sccretary Culligan attempting to
calm Wull Street before the market
opening. quotes from Miguel Loomis
on Mrs. Greer's {eelings of the moment.
As tar as the press knew, Stephen Greer
could have dropped ofl the lip of an
unknown canyvon.

And. thought Larry Storm. he knew
little: mwore than the press did. Oh, he

had  learned  plenty  about  Stephen
Greer. including  his  pet nickname,
“Cubbyv.” ftor his wife. but nothing

about Greer's Wednesday night habits.
Mrs. Susannah Greer had told Storm
about the Potomae Study Club during
thetr three-hour talk, Saturday morning.
Club membership and mecting  plices
were seeret: Geer had been attending
vear: Mrs. Greer knew
absolutelv nothing about them. He had
reported  promptly via car radio to
Clyde Moorhead. the task force chiet.
and received the green hght to check

sessions for a

gquaintances of Greer. Not one had
heurd of a Potomac Study Club which
met Wednesday nights or any other
nights. His sixth sense told Larry Storm
that the Potomuce Study Club was a
phantom.

At that moment. his phone rung.
Even at 7:45 a.M.. it was hard to keep
one step ahead of Clyde Moorhead.

"A womun called in late last night.”
Moorkead said. “Savs she saw Greer's
picture in the paper. Claims he’s the
sume man she suw a couple of times
in an R Street apartment. The Wil-
marth.”

14 Bl

l HE WILMARTH was a five-storv apart-
ment house two blocks oft Connecticut
Avenu2. Nothing luxurious. but clean
and well-tended.

The name plate on 4-C read BEVERLY
Wiest. Storm rang the bhelll A woman
opened the door for him. closing it
slowly  behind his back. She wore &
loose. white blouse, pink Capri pants
that hugged her legs like sausage skins,
and piik spike-heeled mules.

1 didn’t know they
agents.” she said.

“Once a slave. alwavs a slave.” he
said.

He took several three-by-five photo-
graphs of Stephen Greer from his jacket
pocket and handed them to her.

“That's the cat.” she suid.

"Now, if vou could just tell me when
and where vou saw Mr. Greer?”

“I've seen him around here three
times. I think. The first time, last fall,
this other guy. the little one. comes to
my duor. uccusing me of having the
record plaver up too high.”

“Pardon me,” said  Storm.
other man?”

“Oh, there are two of them across
the hull in 4-D." she said, “the little
creep and the big one. this Greer.”

“You mean both live across the hall?”

“How do I know if they live there?
['ve only seen them at night, three
times, like I said. After the first time |
never <aw neither of them until March.”

“And what happened then?”

"I came home about cight-thirty one
night, und the bigger one. this Greer, I
know it is now. he's standing at the
door of 4-D fiddling with the lock. He
said. " “ve got the wrong Key." Then he
found the right key and opened the
door. 3o that was it until last week one
night. I was coming in around midnight
and thes Greer was just leaving, He kind
ol hows und leaves by the elevator.
When | osaw Greer's picture in the pa-
per. [ started thinking. So 1 called the
FBL."

“We o appreciate  vour cooperation,
Miss West.,” said Storm. "Do vou re-
member what night it was last week

had Negro

“What
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“Wednesday. Maybe just a little after
twelve.”

Then Storm intervieRPIAVRL.Far

manager. Apartment 4-D had been
rented, furnished, for $175 a month,
for a year beginning last September 1.
Lease up day after tomorrow, Wednes-
day. The lessec was the Crown Arts
Co., 939 N. Charles Strect, Baltimore,
and the signature on the lease was that
of David Klingman, same address.

ON A HUNCH, he asked the manager,
“Where’s the nearest parking garage?”

“Around the corner to your right.”

The young man on duty in the ga-
rage’s glass cubicle blinked at the FBI
card. He did remcmber a small man
with dark-rimmed glasses. Thought he
used the garage about once a week.
Tags? Not surc, but thought they were
Maryland plates.

The time-stamped parking cards
were sent to the central office the first
of each month, said the day duty man,
so he still had those for August. Storm
culled out the four Thursdays in Au-
gust.

One license number, a Maryland tag,
appcared early on each Thursday, at
12:50 a.m., 1:03, 12:57. Last Thursday,
August 26, the car left the garage at
1:08 A.M.

Larry called Moorhead on the radio
phone. “Do me a favor, and ask the
Baltimore office to check motor vehicles
over there for Maryland tag number
MQ 44727

“Take five and call me back.”

When Storm called again, Moorhead
reported briskly: “Maryland passenger
vehicle license number MQ 4472 is reg-
istered to a Phillip Jacob Lubin. The
address registered is 3333 North Charles
Street, Baltimore, and our Baltimore
office says that’s near the Johns Hop-
kins University Homewood campus.
The college proper.”

AN HOUR LATER IN BALTIMORE,
Storm parked near the N. Charles Street
address, another apartment building
named the Charles Apartments.

“Can I help you?” asked the recep-
tionist.

“I'm looking for Phillip Lubin.”

“He’s on vacation,” said the woman.
“He left yesterday, and he won’t be
back until goodness knows when. Took
a long automobile trip out West and up
into Canada. He’s in the mathematics de-
partment at the university.”

“Who’s head of the methematics de-
partment, miss?”

“Dr. Winthrop.”

The Bureau card quickly admitted
Larry to the office of Dr. Henry Win-
throp.

“Dr. Winthrop,” said Storm, “I have
to check out Dr. Phillip Lubin rather
carcfully. I'd appreciate your coopera-
tion for a few minutes.”

Storm jotted down Ris notes.
pprove

bin

was a linguist. German, Danish, Chi-
nese, French, and even a dab of some

Relsase 2005/08/221GIA-RRRBSD

thought. Lubin unmarried.

“Just one thing, Dr. Winthrop,”
Storm said. “This is delicate, I know,
but actually the question is routine. Do
you have any reason to believe Dr.
Lubin’s sexual habits are anything but
normal?”

“That has never been a concern of
this department. I suppose you mean
something other than heterosexuality?”

“Yes,” said Larry. “Any indication of
homosexual tendencies?”

“I would say not.”

“How about his friends? I'd like a list
of them for a routine check.”

Winthrop named scveral faculty
members, a Baltimore doctor, a blind
woman to whom Lubin rcad once a
week. Larry noted therc was no men-
tion of Stephen Greer.

Winthrop chuckled. “Oh yes, and
Eugenc Culligan, the White House press
secretary.”

When Storm finished work that night,
fatigued and out of fuel at 10 p.m., he
had covered every parking lot and ga-
rage in the inner circle. He was out on
the street again by 8:30 a.m. Tuesday
and working his rounds. His shoes were
dirty and his calves ached when he en-
tered an underground parking garage
called Sol’s Metro Park. Storm showed
his card and asked his question, and the
fleshy attendant jerked his head to the
left. “There it is against the wall.”

“I’d like to sec the claim check.”

The man fingered a card file, with-
drew a two-by-four white ticket. Storm
recorded the data in his memo pad:
Sol’'s Metro Park. Time-stamped in at
11:52 AM., Aug. 29, In ink was
scrawled: “Mustang MQ 4472, Phillip
J. Lubin. Monthly rental, $40 rate. Re-
ceipt given for $100 cash deposit. In-
definite storage.”

Larry called Moorhead. “Dr. L. isn’t
on a motor trip. He stored his car, in-
definitely, at a cruddy parking garage in
cast Baltimore, a long way from home.”

WEDNESDAY MORNING at the White
House press office opened as if jarred
awake by a clamor of gongs, and the
discord swelled until our shop resem-
bled an orchestra pit seized by mad mu-
sicians. Everyone wanted to talk Greer,
Greer, Greer. The Wall Street Journal
proposed to do a take-out on me and
Miguel Loomis, undoubtedly under the
headline, “The Last Lunch.”

The White House correspondents in
the lobby all hammered at Jill, demand-
ing personal time with me, but I put
Dave Paulick at the hcad of the list.
She brought him in.

“Where’s Greer?”’ he asked. “Do you
know where he is?”

“No.”

He relaxed-—slightly. “Well,” he said,

know
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“Nope."

“I Jon't like it. Mr. President.” I said.

where he went ARRTPVas Fot Release 2005108132 1 Sl REi ali:0d S5oR Wb il 2 el know exactly

flew out of Montgomery Countv Air-
park at Guithersburg in a Beecheraft
Baron last Thursday night at cight
thirtv-five. The pilot said he was going
to Ruleigh-Durham. but instead he flew
to Atlantic City, Greer switched planes
and flew to Kennedy in a Cessna Shy-
night. He left Kennedv at about mid-
night on a jet cargo job operated by
Overseas Quick-Freight. Inc. The flight
plan called for a nonstop to Rio de
Taneiro. Greer. now using the
Fairchild. was the only passenger.”

I was stunned. Steve Greer flving
seeretly to Rio? Why? “Are vou print-
ing it?”

“No The Dossier goes in Monduyv
nights. remember? Muvbe next week.
Maybe not. Depends where this leads.”

“Where vou off to?" [ asked.

“Rio. Where else?”

Jill crossed the room 1o me in a silent
glide. "Whaut ure vou going to do?”

“Tell the President. Aside from that.
nothing.™

My stall phone was ringing. 1 picked
up the receiver, An FBI agent named
Lawrence Storm wanted 1o sec me. |
said to send him up. 1 knew that Larn
Storm. a Negro, was one of Desko-
wicz's top special agents, but T was un-
prepured for the man who entered, He
was quite wide in the shoulders. then
trimly tapered. the build of an athlete.
He had skin the color of cocon and a
hearing of serene confidence.

I know vou by reputation.” 1 suid.
“Its o pleasure. Have o seat.”

He accepted. “I'm checking out a Dr.
Phillip J. Lubin and 1 understand you
know him.”

“Sure.” 1 said.

Storm asked me all the usual ques-
tions. | told him that Phil and | became
friendly at the University of Chicago
when Lubin was my graduate instruc-
tor in a third-vear muath course. 1
thought  Phil  was  eccentric.  moody
sometimes. but undeniahly a brain. Af-
ter college. I lost touch except for o
couple of phone calls when Phil canme
through L.A. Then in the Roudebush
campaign. Phil called on me to offer
aid. Since my arrival at the White
House, I'd had lunch or dinner with
him maybe once everv four or five
months. In tact. I had dinner with him
not too many nights ago. That
about it.

“Do vou recull what night vou tast
had dinner?™

“August 25,7 said Jill. At the Hay-
Adams.”

“A Wednesday
Storm asked.

“Yeah" 1 said. "It was the night be-
fore Steve Greer disappeared.™

“Have you ever heard of i discussion
group of administration oflicials called
the Potomac Sludy&bug?"
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“You mean is he a Tag? [ don't think
sO.7 D sind. “Say. what does all this have
to do with Steve Greer?™

"1 wish vou wouldn't muke that as-
sumption.” he said. He looked genuine-
v distressed.

1 WALKED OVFR TO THF DOOR with him.
“Listen. Larry. I'm reully in the durk on
thiv: Greer case. [ hear o report that
Steve flew to Brazil Lust week, What do
yvou hear?”

I could see the remark jolted him.

“Yeurre in the dark!™

When the door closed.  turned to
H "Now what do vou suppose that
last crack meant?”

She frowned. “Well, it sounded as
though he didn't know anvthing either.
Do vou suppose that Dr. Lubin has dis-
appeared too?”

“Get Phil’'s home number in Balt-
more trom your book. Let me talk to
hin "

Moments later she had a wide-eved,
wondering look. “Both the apartment
and the math department sav Dr. Lubin
left Sunday on a long auto trip out
Westo They dont know where to reach
him.™

We looked at cach other with shared
awareness. Greer and Lubin hoth gone.

I called Grace Lalley, asked to see
the President soonest- —-about Greer,

I'he President was bent over o mem-
orandum when | entered.

“HES about Steve,” | said. T gave him
the highlights,

"M, Gene, what's vour guess on
all this?™

“Puttig two and two together, after
I tound that Lubin left on an auto
trip. theres at feast a possibility  that
Greer and Phil Lubin may be some-
where together. Storm’s last questions
hinted at perversion.™

‘The President leaned forward. “That,
of course. is preposterous,”

“Yes, s

"I already knew of this development,
[t win included in Deskowics's report
this morning.”

“Did Steve and Phil Lubin know cach
other?”

“Oene " the President said after an
unusuadly lenethy pause. 1 think we
had better reach an understunding on
this matter. Until all the facls are in,
I'd rather not discuss piecemeal  as-
pects. I'm afraid vou'll just have to bear
with mue tor a while,”

I couid feel my temper rising. M
President. | figured 1 was to level with
the press on Greer. and o do that |
have to know what's going on.” | hesi-
tated. "At the least, 1 ought to know
what the Bureau is reporting to you.”

“I'm sorry. Gene." he said. “That

secrerary, I'm a damn palace cunuch.™

He came quickly around the desk,
threw an arm around my shoulders and.
with barely perceptible pressure, began
moviag me towurd the door.

“Picase live with it for now.” he said.
“as & personal fuvor to me. This should
all be cleared up before long.™

“Itits tomorrow,” | retorted. it
won't be a day too soon.”

[ ¢ osed the door sharply.

Jill could read the results on my face.

“T -ouble?™

“Y:s. He wants me to play deaf.
dumb. and blind on Greer. What's
more. he won't tell me a thing. Period.™

f\m'n'u INGRaM Kept his private of-
fice Lurgely as he had inherited it from
his  predecessors. The furniture was
heavy. male. upholstered in  brown
leather. The paintings were inoffensive.
their hues blending with the drapes and
the brown nap of the carpeting.

A mahoguny cabinet behind his desk
held o battery of five telephones. The
gray phone connected him with his pla-
toon of experts within the building. The
cream phone and push-button box was
the instrument for ordinary communi-
cations. save for two red buttons which
murked  secure  channels  within  the
Agency. The black telephone connected
Ingram with the White House switch-
board und from there. to the world. The
green phone was his private line to the
Pentagon. At the end of the cabinet sat
his small blue phone. the direct line to
the President’s oftice. He lifted the blue
receiver, The buzzer sounded on the
desk of Grace Lalley. A moment luter.
the President’s hearty voice said, “Good
morning. Arthar.”

"M President.” said Ingram. “I'm
bothering you only because this is a
matter of concern to vou. It's about
Stephen Greer. 1 have just received in-
formusion that he flew to Rio de Janeiro
by several apparently secret stages last
Thursday night, | assume vou'd like the
full at ention of the Agency on this.”

There was a moment of silence on
the tine. "No.” said Roudebush. I think
not.  Arthur. Involving the whole
Ageney right now would place too
much government emphasis on what is.
really. a private matter.”

“The Agency is not to help then?”

"N, not at this time. If that changes,
[ notify yvou at once. naturally.™

Ingram hung up. The gulf in his un-
derstanding was widened by the mem-
orandum which Nick, his director of
intelligence. had sent him that morning.
Fros: Nick
To: Ve
1. Stephen B. Greer reliably reported in
Rio d: Janeiro after three-stage secret
fhight last Thursday night which took him
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City to Kennedy International. Slfl'gﬁ

from Kennedy to Rio made solo in jet
cargo of Overseas Quick-Freight, Inc.

2. Little Sister investigating Phillip I.
Lubin, Johns Hopkins mathematics pro-
fessor, in connection with Greer case.
Lubin missing from Baltimore apartment
since Sunday.

While hc ate a spare lunch, Ingram
sent for and read the Agency dossicr on
Phillip J. Lubin, and then sat thinking
of Lubin and Stephen Greer.

On impulse he placed a call for Sena-
tor Owen Moffat of Necbraska, the
ranking minority member on a Senatc
subcommittee of six men, the silent
watchdogs of the CIA. Moffat was one
of less than a score of men in Washing-
ton who knew almost everything about
the Agency worth knowing. Ingram
reached Moftat in a Senate cloakroom,
stated his need opaquely but urgently.
MofTat promised to drive to Langley as
soon as possiblc.

It was an hour later when Senator
MofTat, a portly, dignified, oddly cheru-
bic man, settled into the leather arm-
chair facing Ingram’s uncluttered desk.

“Owen,” confessed Ingram, “I'm per-
plexed and I nced your help.”

“What’s your problem, Arthur?”

“Stephen Greer.”

Ingram sketched what had occurred,
Nick’s memorandum and President
Roudebush’s rejection of Agency help.

“Rio, huh?” Moffat’s eyes lit up. “Ar-
thur, I think cxactly what you’re think-
ing, that Steve Greer is in some kind of
scandal—moncy, women, blackmail,
sexual deviation, God knows what. I
also think that Paul Roudebush knows.
or suspects, what this scandal is. Also.
in some way we can’t fathom yet, the
President probably is personally in-
volved, If the facts became known be-
fore November second, they might con-
ceivably elect Wolcott, as improbable
as that may seem at thc moment.
Thereforc, Roudebush will make every
effort to keep the facts hidden until
after election day.”

“But somehow that cxplanation
doesn’t quite fit the President’s charac-
ter,” said Ingram.

“You said you neceded my help.”

“Yes.” Ingram gazed through the
window. “Suppose, Owen, that the Cen-
tral Intelligence Agency were to track
the movements abroad of Stephen
Greer. Suppose the President were to
learn of this. And assume that subse-
quently, perhaps after the eclection, the
resignation of the director of Central In-
telligence were demanded. Under these
conditions. what might be the attitude
of you and your friends on the Hill?”

Moffat crossed his legs and folded
his hands at his waist. His smile was a
flicker. “Without answering your qucs-
tions, let me just say that such action by

telligence operation and would be so

Roudebush tilted back in his chair.

4RSIt 2 RO 15500 BEROTAORIT.2 Wit we Know.
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oversee the operations of the CIA.”

After a silent moment, Ingram said
“That's all T need to know.”

When the door closed behind MofTat
Ingram reached to the intercom box
and flicked a switch. “Alice, get me
Nick, please.”

A moment later a male voice said:
“Yes, sir.”

“Nick. what was the source of that
Greer memorandum you handed me
this morning?”

“It came from Lady Y.”

After hanging up, Ingram worked
for half an hour encrypting a message
to “John,” the CIA station chief in
Brazil.

JOHUN
BRAZILIA
Stephen B. Greer reportedly arrived Rio
de Janciro 8/27 by Overseas Quick-
Freight, Inc. Need detailed cover Greer
since arrival, daily movements. You as-
signed. Hereby detached all other duties
until further notice. Solo job. If help
needed, request permission first. Your
contact here Vic only, repeat Vic only.
Vic
9/2/2037 Z
In his large, shadowed room in the
old Senate Office Building, Senator
Owen Moffat sat for half an hour, gaz-
ing out the window. across Capitol
Plaza toward the dome of the Capitol.
Then he dialed the congressional switch-
board.
“This is Senator Moffat.” he said.
“Person to person, to Mr. Matthew
Silkworth in Springfield. [Hinois.”

IT WAS SATURDAY MORNING. Jill and 1
were bent over my desk, trying to picce
together the semifinal draft of the Pres-
ident’'s Labor Day speech.

My green phone buzzed. Grace Lal-
Iey put the President on at once.

“*Good morning, sir,” I said.

“Good morning, Gene,” he said, “I'd
like you in here. Ingram’s arriving out
back.”

I had only a minute alone with the
President before the CIA director cn-
tercd. Roudebush told me that Ingram
wanted to discuss his briefing of Gover-
nor Stanfey Wolcott in Springfield, Ili.,
tomorrow. Under the customary agree-
ment between opposing presidential
candidates, Wolcott was to receive a
digest of world security intelligence.

Ingram saw me thc moment he came
in the office. and his glance was onc of
disapproval. “l asked for this mceting,
Mr. President. because of our recent
misunderstanding over Operation Fly-
catcher—the  Spruance Foundation's
work with the young physicists. I
thought that this time. before I go to
Springficld, we should agrec on the pre-
cise guidelines for my bricfing of the

“And that, | includes the
Greer matter?”

“Greer?’ asked the President in sur-
prise. “Steve Greer is not an Agency
concern in any way, shape. or form. He
is a private individual whose disappeat-
ance is being traced by the FBL™

Ingram was silent a moment. Then
he scemed to brace himself. “Mr. Pres-
ident, T think it is time to be completely
candid,” he said slowly. “l happen to
know that the FBI is investigating a
possible homosexual relationship be-
tween Stephen Greer and one Phillip
J. Lubin, a Johns Hopkins professor.”

The President rose abruptly from his
chair. His face was flushed. “Are you
trying to tell me that my best friend is a
sexual deviate who has had relations
with this Mr. Lubin?”

“I'm mcrely trying to point out why
the Greer matter is of interest to my
Agency.”

“Your insinuations arc nasty,” said
Roudebush, “1 am ordering you, Ar-
thur Ingram, to stay entirely out of the
Greer situation.”

“That is final?” asked Ingram.

“That is final.”

“And I am not to mention the word
Greer to Governor Wolcott tomor-
row?” Ingram’s eyes dueled with those
of Roudebush.

“You are not.” Roudebush was trem-
bling now. “If Governor Wol-ott asks
about Greer, you are to tell the exa-t
truth—that  Greer’s - disappcarance s
not a CIA concern.”

assume,

BY SunpaY NIGHT 1 was beat. [ made
Jill’s apartment in Georgetown at scven
o’clock for dinncr, Butter Nygaard hav-
ing decided to stay the night with a
“friend.”

We had several drinks, picked at the
lamb, and then talked for an hour
about almost anything but the White
House and Greer.

So it was well after midnight when
we lay in the narrow bed under the
casement windows. The windows were
opened wide, admitting a spare, hot
breeze. Jill’s long hair lay across my
chest. Her head was cradled on my
shoulder and she was blissfully quiet.

I had to fight to stay awake. I dozed
off once and when 1 came fitfully
awake, I could hear the drill of the
shower and Jill singing a plaintive
mountain ballad about two lovers.

The phone rang. 1 swung myself out

of bed, grabbed the top sheet and
draped it around me like a toga.
I said, “Hello.” 1 heard a voice

mumble something. It was o word or
just a sound, I couldn’t be sure. Then
the sound of breathing for a few sec-
onds and the line clicked dead. The
voice had been unmistakably male.

the CIA director in g gUiele PPUI RElea®s 30Y5/08/22 : CIA-RDP88-01350R0004007400dq S unwrapped the

136



MORE AND MORE WOMEN ARE REPORTING :

Approv r Release 2005/08/22 : CIA-R 50R000200740001 -2

y 777 %

on their

by using the

~MARK EDEN DEVELOPER

s T RS

e

Pat Sekols before Pat Sekols after follow ng her

following the Mark Eden Course.

BUST: 34B

Mark Eden Course for jus- B weeks.

BUST: 36D

Pat Sekols of San Francisco says: HERE IS WHAT THE MARK EDEN DEVELOPER
DID FOR ME: INCREASED MY BUSTLINE FROM 354" TO 39" IN JUST 8 WEEKS!

WHAT IS THE MARK EDEN METHOD? The Mark Eden Method is not a
cream, not an artificial stimulator. It is an excerciser that em-
ploys special techniques safcly and cffectively — the degrec of
effectiveness turning upon physical factors, motivation and appli-
cation which vary among individuals — with hundreds of wom-
en throughout America reporting remarkable success in develop-
ing their bustlines.

Mrs. Margie Davis, Macon, Ga.: '/ am so pleased with myself and my
developer and so is my husband. I went from a 324 10 a 36B.”

THE PRICE OF ONLY $9.95 S COMPLETE. You receive the Mark Eden
Developer backed by the Mark Eden MONEY BACK GUAR-
ANTEE. You get a complete ccurse of instructions in the use of
this developer illustrated by photos of June Wilkinson, “The
gir]l with the world’s loveliest bustline,” showing the exact pro-
gram she personally recommencs.

Mrs. Marjorie Landry, Hatboro, Penn.: “ 4 frer three children my bust was
a small, flabby 34B and now ufter only 8§ weeks of using the
Murk Eden Developer my bust is a round, firm 36D.”

IS EVERY WOMAN ASSURED SOME RESULTS WITH THE MARK EDEN DEVELOPER? No, it would
be Impossible to assure every woman that she will achieve spgcnﬁ:. propor-
tions, measurement increasces, or results. However, hundreds of women have
been thrilled beyond their expectations and are proudly reporting outstanding
gains on their bustlines, often in just a matter of weeks. with this remarkable
developer.

-Mrs.-Myralin Collins, Grand Prairie, Texas: I can hardly believe my own results. 1
have increased mv bust from a 348 to a 36D in just 30 days with the Mark
Eden Developer.”

IS EVERY WOMAN ASSURED OF THE MARK EDEN MONEY BACK GUARANTEE? Yes, absolutely!
Any woman who 1s not completely happy with her results is protected by
the MARK EDEN MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! If the Mark Eden De-
veloper does not produce for you the results which have delighted so many

o - ——— ——— " — — — ——— —— e

g?é P. 0. Box 7843, Dept. ¢-39

. gfle r

dﬁa”( “? San Francisco, Calif. 94119
Please send me my Vark Eden Developer and Bust-
line Contouring course illustrated by June Wilkinson,
| understand that this course is complete and that
there will be nothing else to buy, and that if | do
not see satisfactory results in bustline development

-within two weeks, | can return everything to Mark
Eden and receive my money back.

For the abave complete course and Bustline Developer | enclose
$9.95 [ Cash [ Check Money Order (No C. 0. D."s
accepted) -—— Shipped in plain wrapper.

ame.
of our customers, this is your guarantee: If ufter using the Mark Eden Bust- N
line Developer and Course for only two weeks, you do not see a significant Address
difference in your bustline development. simply return the developer und City, State
course to Mark Eden and your money will be promptly refunded. ; 8
Zip Code

Mail in your coupon today and find out what the fabulous Mark Eden Method can do for you.

Approved For Release 2005/08/22 : CIA-RdPSG-GHﬁGRGBOZBO?&%M-Q———-—-}:

© MARK EDEN 1968



sheet, and tucked it in at the foot, then
lay down and stared at the ceiling. Jill

versity professor, and that “Dr. X7 is
nowhere to be found, either. Yet in

bush administration hiding—and why?

: o ' : “A very crafty citizen,” Roudebush
came out of the hghtei\ﬁh&?@d ¥or Réi@&éf’%dﬁ’ﬁﬁslgﬁazq&ﬁﬂﬁgﬁgm 350R00020074000dE Litizen Genét.”

der and naked. She slid in beside me,
nuzzled my ear and whispered, “Still
love me?” I kissed her, but said nothing.

A man had called Jill and then hung
up when he heard my voice.

“What'’s the matter, baby?” Jill asked.

“Nothing,” I said. “Just thinking.” 1
put my arm around her shoulder and
she nestled closer. “Jill,” I said. “A man
just called you.”

She moved beneath my arm, “Oh?
Who?”

“I don’t know. When I said hello, he
mumbled something and then hung up
like he’d been shot.”

“He didn’t give a name?”

“No. He obviously had no yen to
talk to me.”

She leaned on an elbow and peered
down at me. “Why do you assume the
call was for me? And not for Butter?”

“How many men has Butter got on
the string?” I countered. “I thought she
was out with that pothead lover of hers
tonight.”

“You're jealous.” She stared down at
me with a happy smile. “That call was
for Butter. She gets calls every once in
a while from some admirer. His name
is Nick.”

WHEN THE PRESIDENT RETURNED
from his Labor Day opening campaign
speech in Chicago, I handed him a wire
service story somebody had given me.

“Read it, Mr. President,” I said. “The
big sensation in tomorrow’s papers
won’t be Roudebush or Wolcott. It will
be a guy named Kulp from Louisville,
Kentucky.”

“Kulp?”’ He was puzzled.

“Hillary Kulp,” I said, “chairman of
the Wolcott-for-President committee of
Kentucky. The wires are carrying full
text. It'll open a hornet’s nest.”

The gist of Kulp’s speech was his ex-
pressed incredulity that Stephen Greer
could vanish in a country boasting the
“most complex and sophisticated com-
munications system” in the world, a
country where every man lived within
a prison of identifying numbers, from
social security and credit cards to those
of fingerprints, a country of immense
police forces, of tracking computers,
and “of devices which search, find, and
identify.”

Kulp excoriated the President for
permitting “eleven long days” to elapse
without an adequate explanation to the
American people. He hinted that the
White House was suppressing informa-
tion obtained by the FBI special task
force, then said:

We have heard the rumor from
Washington, circulating for days among
highly placed persons of the Roudebush
administration, that investigation has
shown a link between Mr. Greer and a
mysterious “Dr. X,” supposedly a_uni-

Approved For Release 2005/08/22 : CIA-RDP88-01350R000200740001-2

uttered not a wor

coincidence.

“Kulp obviously has learned about
Dr. Lubin from some source,” he said.
“That speech is poisonous stufl.”

“It gets worse,” I said. “Kulp was a
college classmate of Matty Silkworth,
Wolcott’s manager. They're still close
friends, I'm told.”

In the body of his speech, Kulp of-
fered the pretense, always viable politi-
cal fodder, that he was speaking not as
a Wolcott state chairman but as “an
American citizen, entitled by law and
by tradition to question those who hold
the trust of government for a period of
four years.” He therefore directed a se-
ries of blunt questions at the President
on the subject of Stephen Greer.

Mpy. President, is it true that federal
agents have tracked Mr. Greer to an
airport outside the United States?

Mpr. President, who is the mysterious
“Dr. X,” what is his relationship to
Stephen Greer, and where is he now?

Myr. President, were national security
secrets in the possession of Mr. Greer
when he disappeared the night of Au-
gust 262

My, President, what is the Roude-

Later Roudebush handed me a sheet
of yellow paper on which he had writ-
ten in pencil:

The White House declines comment on
Mr. Kulp’s speech, which was replete with
ugly and totally unjustified implications of
a type inspired by partisan politics. The
FBI is continuing to investigate the dis-
appearance of Mr. Greer. When the case
is solved, and a full report made to the
White House, the public will be informed.

“This won’t do the job, Mr. Presi-
dent,” I said. “They’ll crucify me with
questions after I put that out.”

“You’ll have to do the best you can.”

SUSANNAH GREER LAY IN BED, staring
into the dark. Sleep would not come.
Thoughts of Steve moved through her
mind like a train in an endless tunnel.

The bedside phone rang. “Mrs.
Greer?” It was a strong, male voice.

“Yes. This is Sue Greer.”

“Mrs. Greer, 1 have a message for
you. Please listen carefully. Quote.
Dearest Cubby: T am safe and well. 1
plan to be home within a month. We
can celebrate our twenty-seventh carly
with toasts from the stone bottle. You'll
find it in the wine room behind the rack
of champagne. Until then, all my love

have to do with your
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to vou. Steve. Unquote.” Then. the man
hung up.

She scrambled from bed. fumbled for
her slippers. and raced down two flights
of stairs to the basement.

The wine closet stood across the
basement from the oil furnace. She
pulled the light cord. The shelves were
well stocked with gin, whiskies. and
rum, and in onc corner stood wine
rack with several bottles of Moet Chan-
don. When Sue reached behind  the
champagne. she found it.

[t wus o gray crockery bottle, heuvy
with dust, and she knew it contained
ginger beer. Memories flooded through
her . . . their June honeymoon so long
ago in Nova Scotia . . . the frame cot-
tage near the shore. and their daily
walk to the villuge of Port Mouton,
where they always shared o stone bot-
tle of ginger beer . . . the sharp. refresh-
ing taste . . . Steve laughing and saving
that when they were old and doddering,
they would celebrate some wedding an-
niversary with ginger beer.

l REACHED MY DECISION one night in
late  September,  ubout  three  weeks
luter. Unless the “erisis™ mecting the
next afternoon yielded hard facts. and
unless Paul Roudebush took me into his
confidence. | was determined to quit as
White Housce press secretary.

I was by now convinced that Paul
Roudebush knew the precise facts via
his FBI reports. He was. [ believed.
suppressing these facts in a hope that he
could prevent a scandal from crupting
publicly until after the clection.

I had discussed the whole thing with
Jill this night. a Tuesday. Jill und 1 were
stll tender if disquicted lovers, The in-
cident of the mysterious phone call had
been forgotten. We talked for hours be-
fore I told her of my conditional deci-
sion to quit. We were sitting on her old,
worn couch under the casement win-
dows of her apartment. Her roommate
was out, but expected home shortly.

“You're so right, Gene.” sauid Jill
“The President has no business mis-
leading the public like that.”

“The public is not my concern.” [
said. *If Paul wants to kid the public.
that’s his business. But when he trics to
kid me. that’s my business.”

“Baby." she said, I don't believe
vou.” She was sweetly forbearing. “Why
must vou disown vour own decent

motives?”

No amount of argument could per-
suade her otherwise. | finally gave up,
before Butter returned. and went home
with my thoughts.

Next day's UPL story prompted me
to talk to the President about quitting.

UPI-131
(CGIRELR)

S8 2005108]2;

ously missing friend of President Roude-
APATimen university pro-
fessor for a vear prior to his disappear-
ance.

The professor was the “Dr. X7 referred
to curly this month by Hillary Kulp. Ken-
tucky chairrmin of the Wolcoul forces.

Meetings of Greer and Dr. X occurred
on the average of onee w week at night in
the Wilmarth, an apartment on R Street

in the northwest section of downtown
Wishington.  The  professor  rented  the
apartment  under the nume of  “David
Klingman™ of the “"Crown Arts Co.. 939

N. Charles Street. Baltimore.™ There is no
such company and no such address on Bal-
timore’s N. Charles Street.

The  professor. a fortv-three-vear-old
bachelor. reportedly left on an automobile
tour of western Canada und the U.S.A,

9/29- . MIJJIO4PED

I took it in to him and I remained
there as he read it

“Is there somwething further.,
he ashed.

“Yeos, s
quitting  as
President.”

He frowned.

I rushed into my speech. [ said it
poorlv. but the nub got across: He
could play games with the public if he
wished. but not with his friends who
were carrying the burden of the cam-
paign - -and especially not with me,

“Just what is it you want to know.
Gene™

“Lvervthing you've learned trom the
FBI. Mr. President.” 1 said. “I'm enti-
ted to your trust, sir.”

“You know that if vou resign now.”
he said. it could be immensely damag-
ing to me and to the purty.”

Gene?

myself. I'm
secretary, Mr.

braced
vour press

“1do. 1 said,
Roudebush reached across his desk
for a culendar. “September 297 he

said. Wil you give me ten more duys?”

I was taken aback. The idea of com-
promise had not occurred to me. “What
will | know ten days from now that |
can’t be told now?”

“Hust give me ten days,
He held out his hand.

I <shook it reflexively.
President.”

Is it o deal?”

“All right, Mr.

L.\RR\' STORM Was WEARY, hone tired.
after more than a month of Ajux.
Eighteen-hour days and not & single
day off vet. Up and down the Euastern
scahaurd, following. asking.  checking
leads. some of them crazy. far into the
night. The only breaks had been his two
trips «broad. At least he had been able
to sleep on the planes.

First had come Rio und the surpris-
ing tral which led him to the water-
tront. There, after two days of digging
and disconcerting linzuistic skirmishes
with his interpreter. came the discovery
that Stephen Greer had chartered w
bout and sailed lrom Rio in the ceve-

bout. a lobster trawler. 110 fett, over

2mE AR IPBS-34350R00020074000162 Cusa Alegre, and

the trawler and her Brazilian master
had not been heard trom since.

Tren came his second trip. the flight
to H:lsinki, and the painstaking check-
ing ¢t airline tickets out of the Finnish

capital. He hud tracked his man, then
lost Fim.

Now here he was back on Battle
Roud. Princeton, in front of the home
of Fulix Kissich,

Kiwsich was a Nobel Laureate in

physics. a research specialist in plasma
physics at Princeton University's For-
restal campus, a refugee Hungarian
from the World War Il period. a natu-
ralized American citizen. a gentle man
of sixty-six veurs. and a scientist ad-
mired by colleagues throughout the
world. The only thing that Larry Storm
did rot know about Felix Kissich was
wher: he was,

Dceborah Kissich answered his ring.
“Please sit down, Mr. Storm.™ Her
vo ce was as fragile as she was.,

“Tais isn't casv for me. Mrs. Kis-
sich,” he said. I must ask vou bluntly
whether vour husbund returned home
from Helsinki and whether he is now at
home?”

"No, Felix is not here.”

“Did he return here from Helsinki?”

“IN0." she said.

“Mrs. Kissich.
your hushand?”

have you heard from

FHI\I Kissicir had flown from New
York to Helsinki on Sunday. September
5. ar'iving in time for the opening of
the International Congress of Plasmu
Physies on Monday. He checked out of
his hotel on Wednesday evening. Sep-
tembur 8, a full twelve days before the
congress was scheduled to end. Storm
had t-acked the physicist to Paris. then
to Reme and Cairo by commercial air-
lines. and from Cairo to Cape Town,
where the trail evaporated. Felix Kis-
sich had  vanmished somewhere in the
South African city,

"My husband called me one night
from Helsinki,” said Mrs. Kissich guard-
cdly. "I've received one letter. It came
a week, I think, after you were here the
first t me.”

“A1xd the postmark? Where was it
mailed from?"

New York.”

“And that is the only communication
vou've had with him since he left home?
No phone or cable?”

“Nothing clse.” she satd.

lLirry drew a picture from his jacket
pocket and handed it to her. “Have you
ever seen this man?”

She studied the  photograph.  then
shook her head. “"No, never.”
“Does the name Phillip J. Lubin

mean anything to you?”
“Phillip Lubin, the mathematician?
I've never met him, but I have heard of

St. Louis: Stephen AppreveddorsReleases2005/08/22ur GIA-RPDR8820T350R000200F 4000 1+@ws him.”
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“Hgs Mr. Kissich taken these solitary
trips before?”

“Yes,” she said. “Bppnanad RoaR
kind of trouble is Felix in?”

“I wish I knew, Mrs. Kissich.”

Three prominent men along the east-
ern seaboard, a lawyer, a physicist, a
mathematician, all acquaintances who
had conferred frequently, disappear
from their homes within ten days. All
fly by staggered routes to South Atlantic
seaports. Why?

I WAS FINISHING MY COFFEE and the
routine skimming of three newspapers
in my apartment on Cathedral Avenue
that Friday morning when I received an
oblique, insistent call from Princeton.

It was Larry Storm, thc Negro FBI
agent who had questioned me about
Phil Lubin a month carlier. Could we
meet at his apartment or mine this
afternoon?

I suggested instead that we mect at
my place that night.

Jill already was enmeshed in her
communications web when I arrived at
the west wing office.

Dave Paulick made his explosive en-
try shortly before noon. He was not un-
expected, since I finally had reached
him Tuesday and got his promise to call
on the President before printing any-
thing. We arranged to have him ad-
mitted through the rear driveway, thus
avoiding a passage through the lobby
where the press camped. He was
tanned, buoyant, and pugnacious. I
knew he had been traveling, to Rio and
God knew where else.

“Reporting in as promised,” he said
when Jill closed the door behind him.

“You could have given us a couple of
hours’ warning,” I complained.

“Couldn’t,” he said. “My understand-
ing was that I was to speak to the Presi-
dent. I've got no agreement with press
slaves.”

“All right.” T reached Grace Lalley
on the direct line and asked her to in-
form the President that his excellency,
David Paulick, awaited his audience.
To my surprise Grace said that I was to
bring Dave right in.
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COSMOPOLITAN
ON THE NEWSSTANDS
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WHY SOUTHERN WOMEN ARE BETTER THAN NORTHERN WOMEN
(AND VICE VERSA). . . . Larry King, a Rhett Butler transplanted to the
North, self-sacrificingly records how you, a Southern or Northern wom-
an, can capitalize on your attributes and cash in on him.

WORLD OF THE SOPRANO: HIGH NOTES AND HIGH DUDGEON. . . .
All it takes to make an opera prima donna are two fragile cords—plus
stamina, guts, work, study, and relentless ambition. Robert Daley inter-
views three of today's top divas and decides they have a right to be
temperamental!

JEAN PAUL GETTY [The Richest Man in the World] TALKS ABOUT
WOMEN . . . and admits there are girls money can't buy . . . of course,
rentals are available.

LITTLE MISS SUSPICIOUS. A certain amount of suspicion is necessary
for a healthy life . . . but all-consuming suspicion spells s-i-c-k. Nora
Johnson draws the line between normalcy and paranoia.

THE OTHER JACKIE, JACQUELINE BISSET. . . . See if you can keep up
with Jackie as she undergoes her movie metamorphosis from being an
unknown replacement for Mia Farrow in The Detective (opposite Frank
Sinatra) to that of Hollywood star . . . all in just a few months.

NICE GIRL HOOKED ON DRUGS. . She’s stunning, well educated,
comes from a respectable, wealthy family . . . she's also constantly
turned-on with everything from grass to cocaine to hashish to horse.
She tells Bill Manville the incredible WHY!

SEXUAL MUDDLES. Psychiatrist Theodore I. Rubin will cheer you right
out of your mind about your sex life. It is scads better than you think.
THE MIDWEEK DINNER PARTY: HOME AT 5:30, DINNER AT 7:00. No
matter how work-worn you are when you get home, in just an hour and
a half you can emerge as a serene hostess serving an exquisite meal.

Would you like to read how?

SECOND THOUGHTS ABOUT A SECOND (YOUNGER) MARRIAGE. . . .
A touching tune-in to the innermost thoughts of a man on the eve of his

second wedding . .

. this time to a girl fifteen years his junior.
TEST: THE ROOMMATE GAME. . . .

Find out why you and that girl you

live with do (don't) get along together.

PLUS: Mouse into Sexpot . . .
Into My Closet . . .
MORE!

Fashion: New Girl at the Office . . .
Pamela Mason on Marriage . .

Step
. AND MUCH, MUCH

We went through the back door,
down the inside corridor to the Presi-
dent’s office. For once Roudebush’s ra-
diant greeting was outshone. Paulick
beamed with the triumph of a gladiator
who has just polished off both lions and
Christians,

“Gene,” said the President after the
preliminaries, “I think I'd better chat
with Mr. Paulick alone.”

Once more the door had slammed in
my face. I could not complain this time.
I had asked for it when I made my ten-
day bargain with the President, Still, it
hurt, and my feelings were not mollified
by Paulick’s smug look as I left the
room.

It was a full two hours before Paulick

returned to the press office.

BASEBALL'S GORGEOUS BACHELORS

his retirement. “Baseball is not condu-
cive to lots of dating during the sea-
son,” says Reichardt, “I like to pick my
dates carefully. I'm quitc choosy and I
like to keep my private life private.”

Reichardt, who comes from Stevens
Point, Wisconsin, spent the winter fin-
ishing his work for a B.A. in history at
the University of Wisconsin.

Reichardt likes boating, fine music,
art galleries, museums, and good books.
He expects his dates to have a good
education and come from fine family
backgrounds. “During the season, I go
my own way. I'm different from most

like to choose m

n d ball pl her hand that.
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[cont. from page 48]

friends. Most of the other players are
married. Baseball is really a lonely life
if you aren’t marricd.”

There would be a houscful of girl
volunteers to go Reichardt’s way if he
would give them half a shot. But this
young man is hard to get close to. He
wants very much to be married, but
he also wants his wife to be his intel-
lectual equal as well as emotional com-
panion. Strict homebodies need not ap-
ply.. Horn-rimmed glasses and a small
collection of English literature or Greek
poetry might help. Rick has $200,000.
Not just any old literary lioness will get
|
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The change in the man was extra-
ordinary. He walked slowly over to my
desk and stood there uncasily. He was
newly humbiled.

“Well? 1 asked. “When does the
Dossier shoot the works?”

He shook his head. It doesn’t.”

“What! Why not?”

“*You'll have to ask hini." He titled
his head towurd the President’s otlice.
“I won't be bothering you. I'm turning
the Dossicr over to my assistant. 1
need a vacation.”

“Vacation!™

“Ask The Man.”
dued tone.
weeks. . . .

WITH THAT, PaCclick TURNED and
left the room without even his custom-
ary parting jest with Jill. She sat mute
in her chair. watching his exit. as dumb-
founded s I was.

“Well,” 1 said,
that?”

“Things get curiouser and curiouser.™
She shook her head in wonderment. My
direct phone to the President’s oflice
buzzed suddenly.

“Yes, dear.” [ said to Gruce lLalley.
But it was not Grace. It was the Presi-
dent.

“l want you in here at once.”
The voice that brushed off my
was harsh. Trouble.

I double-timed it to his oflice. He
was standing by the French doors when
I entered. He wheeled and strode to-
ward me. His face was set without a
smile. [ recognized the signs although 1
had seen them but infrequently. Roude-
bush was furious,

“Gene.” he said, “will vou kindly ex-
plain how the Wolcott people learned
of our private conversiations?”

“Mr. President. I'm sorry, but T don’t
have the least idea what vou mean.”

“In thinking back. I find that several
items in Kulp's speech undoubtedly
cume from inside this office. Two
things. specifically. The disappearance
of Dr. X, as he catled him. You learned
about the FBI's investigation of Dr.
Lubin. and | confirmed it for vou. Sec-
ond, the report that Steve went to Bra-
zil. You knew that too--from Puaulick.
as I recall.”

He flung the sentences at me. cach a

he said in a <ub-
“I'll see vou in a couple of
I'll go out the back way.™

“how do you hke

he said.
“dear”

charge in an indictiment. then stood
coldly. waiting for mv answer.

“Mr. President. | talked to no one
about any of that.” I said.

“No one! That is patentiy false.”

Then it struck me. My God. 1 told

In the erotional
her name came
I'said weaklv.

sharply at me. Ll

her almost everyvthing.
tension of the moment.
out involuntarily. “Jill.”
He looked
Nichols?”
“Yes, sir.

She heurs a lot of what
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Words were useless.

here,” he said. He flicked a switch on
his intercom. “Gruce, have Jill Nichols
cone n right away.”

Ju L. ENTPRING. could have been a col-
lege girl on the way to an interesting
class. All she lacked were the books in
the crook of her arm. She had that be-
guiling smile and her long huir swayed
with her ghding walk. Then she became
aware of the President’s expres-ion
severe. reproachtul--and she looked at
us both with wonder.

The President pointed to a chair.
“Please. Miss Nichols.
“Miss Nichols,”  said Roudebush,

“there has been a serious breach of con-
fidence in the White House. The evi-
dence indicates that only three people
could have been responsible. One of
myself. Since the disclosure
could be politically damaging to me.

these 1y

I'm obviously not the person. That
lcaves Gene --and you.”
“Yes. sir.™ Her voice.  trembling,

seemed to issue from a tiny cave.

the President related. quite calmly,
his suspicions. Jill's eves widened.

“Giene tells me he has spoken about
these matters to no one but vou.” said
the Prosident.

HilPs briet glunce at me was reptilian.

1 don’t break confidences. Mr. Presi-
dent.” sard Jill softty but with exquisite
firmness, "ve heard alt Kinds of seeret
thines around here  -missile submuarines
and radar nets and dismad thines ke
that  but [ Keep them to myvsell.”

“You have not discussed NMr. Greer,
or any at the connected matters with
anvone™ pressed the President.

She shook her head. I have not
tulked about Mr.o Greer to any one.”
She paused. then added: “Except But-
ter, ot course. | tulk about o lot of

thinus, even Gene. with Butter.™

With the pronunciation of the name.
there came a slow dawning in Jill's look
ol wide-eved wonder. And the name
triggered o seene for me. That myste-
rious. late-night phone call. The male
vorce. UNiek”

“And just whoo if vou please, is But-
ter?”  Fhe President’s expression was
one of harassed bewilderment.

“Butter Nveaard.” said Jill promptly.
“She's my roommate. She smokes pot
sometimes.”

Roudebush smiled. faintly. for the
first time. “Undone by g marijuana
sinoker. Jill. what does Miss Butter do
for « hiving?”

“She's a paid secretary. kind of un
esecutive secretary, | oguess, for the
LC.S™

“1LCES Y repeated Roudebush,

“Yes, sir. The International Cultural
Exchange Service, That's the private
organization that brings foreign urlists
and musicians over here, and send

Roudebush frowned. “And how long
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“Actually.” replied Jill, 1 live with
her It's her apartment.”

Roudebush <uggested that. in view of
Jill's position at the White House and the
increasing pace of the campaign. it
would be wiser if she made other living
arrangements at once. Jill agreed.

There was discussion of Miss Ny-
gaand. She obviously had talked directly
to he Wolcott people or to someone
who had. The method of communica-
tior made little difference. The main
objective was to plug the leak.

He left his swivel chair and came
aro mnd the desk to shake my hand. “1
apalogize, Gene.”

"I couldn’t blume vou.”

I said.

Il put out her hund tentativelv. The
President grasped 1t and  patted  her
shoulder as well. "No more Butters.

Jill. " he said. “And no more loose talk.”

“From now on.” she said. "I'm not
even talking in my sleep.”

Cince outside I told Jill: “Get Butter's
offive on the phone. I want to talk to
her pronto.™

She busied herself as ordered. “She's
not back vet.” she said after a few mo-
merts. “Her office says she's due in at
National  at  six  thirty-two. Eastern
Flight Seven Hundred and Two from
Charleston, West Virginia.™

“Find out where Eastern Seven Hun-
dred and Two into Charleston comes
from

“Huntington,
ville "

“louisville!™ T echoed. Jill's discern-
ing look told me that the same thought
hit both of us.

“Butter Nygaard.”™ said Jill  softly.
and there were small daggers in that
whisper.

and betore thut, Louis-

1
I‘ L:GHT 702 was on TIME, T glanced
threcugh a late Star as 1 waited just be-
hind the grille at Gate 12, Butter came
down the ramp stairs about midway of
the file of passengers. She wore her hair
skinned back in a pony tail. She paused
at the foot of the ramp and looked be-
hind her. A man soon fell into step be-
side her. He was Senator Owen Moffat
of Mebraska. u Ieader of the opposition
and a top tactician for Wolcott.

Butter and the senator headed for
the cab line. I slipped into my car and
followed.

At G Street. Butter alighted with her
bag in front of the old Albee Building.
She waved goodbye to the senator and
wulked into the building.

[ tound the International Cultural
Exchange Service listed on the wall di-
rectory ol the Albee Building and took
the elevator to the fifth floor. Scarching
for 513, 1 got the wrong side of the hall
and 512 instead. A small sign under the

number, a metal plate hardly wider
thar: a strip of adhesive tape, read
My pulse
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quickened. I tried the door. It was
locked.

I turned to 513 across the hall, Its
plaque, proclaiming the occupancy of
the International Cultural Exchange
Service, was a large one of polished
brass. Spruance. Operation Flycatcher.
CIA.

THE CULTURAL EXCHANGE entrance
had a doorbell. T pushed it twice. The
door opened, and there stood Butter
in a pink blouse and a corduroy skirt
that ended an inch above her knees.

“Haven’t you got the wrong girl?”
she asked.

“Have you a few minutes?”

“Sure.” She looked slightly curious.

“Would you mind telling me what
you were doing in Louisville yesterday

“Butter,” I said firmly, “this country
happens to be in the middle of a presi-
dential campaign, and I have rcports
that you’ve been doing business with
Governor Wolcott’s top people. Partic-
ularly Mr. Hillary Kulp.”

She got to her feet and folded her
arms across her pink blouse. “You'd
better leave.”

T arose slowly.
asked.

She was astonished, and then so
quickly furious that if she had had an
object handy, 1 believe she would have
thrown it at me. She mumbled some-
thing. 1t had the sound of, “get lost”—
laced with profanity.

I walked through the outer office and
out the door.

Save for several night-watch Sccret
Service agents and White House police-

“Who's Nick?” 1

50RANA0074Q

ing was deserted when
a&al'a'le President by

men, the west w

phone.

“So it seems apparent,” I concluded
my report, “that Miss Nygaard has
been fecding Wolcott headquarters and,
today, probably Kulp in Louisville as
well. Also, I think there’s a strong pos-
sibility that she’s an informer for the
CIA. Paid by Spruance, and probably
directly on the payroll, as well.”

“This is simply incredible,” he said.

“Do you want me to make some in-
quiries?”

He was silent a moment. *“No, Gene,
Let me handle this personally.”

LARRY StorM AND [ hit it off at once.
We had much in common. We were
both bachelors of about the samc age.
Having just turned forty, he was two
years older than 1. We were about the
same height and build, and we had both

and today?”

MOONLIGHT BECOMES YOU [continued from page 110]

and the stifled feeling rosc with it. Stripping ofl his clothes,
he lay naked on his bed, breath rasping in his dry throat and
aching chest. His heart beat, roared, and thundecred, threat-
cning to burst his aching cardrums, while his body writhed
in a bath of cold sweat. The five-pointed star upon his
breast—the pentagram that marks a volkodlak forever after
he makes his first kill—glowed for an instant with grecnish-
white fire.

It was his feet that changed first, his fcet that had
ached and tingled for the past two days. Somehow, his feet
shortened while the silver-gray fur crept across his tocs and
insteps. The change passed upward, accelerating as it reached
his shins and thighs. He felt a pressure at the basc of his
spine, then a pain like childbirth &s his tail forced its way to
freedom. He roiled out of the bed, falling on all fours, while
his torso grew a silver-gray mantle. It spread in a swift ripple
of flesh and fur to his arms and hands. Then, and only then,
his face darkened and changed.

Lithe and perfectly proportioned, the great gray woll
shook himself and sprang lightly through the open window.
Stalking his way across the ncatly mowed, moonlit lawns,
he kept to the shadows until he reached the woods at the
edge of town. Then, with his red tongue lolling through his
long, white teeth, he loped and bounded through the lovely
smells of night and trees and moss and startled deer. . ..

].\IALIVA Kovaks bit her lip as she heard the familiar drag-
ging, bumping, scrabbling sounds behind the closed kitchen
door. Knowing how he suffered when the Time came, she
would have tried to soothe the silver-gray cripple in the
kitchen. She knew, however, that any well-mcant words
would only drive him on to more frantic rage. All she could
do was sit and stare at the lighted screen of the silent Tv—
she couldn’t risk a whisper of sound, not on nights like this
—and wonder what Jed and Granny Clampctt werce saying.

She watched the tiny old woman pull a tray of biscuits
from the oven. Then Jethro came in, eyes lighting up as he
sat down to table. Then Ellic May trotted up, followed by a
piglet and a baby raccoon. Then the doorbell rang—Dbut how
could the doorbeil ring when there was no sound?

Maliva Kovacs sat up, bolt upright, in her chair. It was
her bell, not the Clampetts’, that was ringing. She walked to-
ward the kitchen. “Bela, try to be quiet,” she called softly.
“It’s probably Mrs. Greenspan trying to borrow something.”
Then she hurried over to the front window, pulled the cur-

tain aside, and called through the crack, “Pleasg, who’
there?” Approve
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“Does Arthur Kovacs live here?” asked an unfamiliar
voice from the unlighted porch.

“He’s not in,” Mrs. Kovacs answered quickly.

“My name is Leon Hooper,” the stranger explained. T
work with Arthur at Harvest House and I was just driving
by. Maybe I can come inside and wait for him.”

Maliva Kovacs stared in terror through the narrow slit in
the curtains. Arthur was in trouble, she felt sure of it. Why
elsc would someonc come from work? Arthur would lose his
job and sit at the table, head in hands, worrying about the
payments, The finance company would repossess the Tv.
Maybe the police would cven come and take Arthur like
they took Papa. Maybe they would take her and Bela. . . .

“Sure, you can wait,” Maliva Kovacs said placatingly.
“But T can’t let you in. I was just waxing the living-room
floor.”

“Well, T don't mind waiting on the porch,” Hooper said
amiably. “I like the night air.”

“Oh, no, that wouldn’t be right,” she said quickly. “Go
around to the sidc of the house and use the kitchen door.”

Hooper headed down the narrow path, edged with petu-
nias and dusty miller. He reached the door, turned the knob,
and walked into the kitchen. The crippled gray wolf that was
Bela Kovacs crept toward him, wagging a hypocritical tail.
“Hcllo, Arthur,” Hooper said imperturbably, “I thought you
were out.”

The woll’s spring was awkward, pitifully awkward, but he
knocked Hooper down. Then it was easy. Afterwards, Ma-
liva Kovacs burned what was left in the basement furnace be-
fore she mopped and waxed the kitchen floor. Then she went
back to the living room, turned on the Tv, and scttled down
to watch The Late Show.

Arthur, who returned at four A.M. with a brace of rabbits
in his jaws, never knew that anything had happened. He
wondered briefly at his brother’s lack of appetite; then, as
dawn arrived, he writhed through the change, showered,
dressed, and headed for the bus stop. When he reached Har-
vest House he went to Leon Hooper's office, having made his
decision to confide fully in his new-found friend. But the
personnel director wasn’t there that day, or the next, or the
next.

He waited patiently for his friend to return, but gave up
hope when he heard that Hooper’s name had been placed on
the list of missing persons. “What a pity!” he remarked at the
dinner table, telling his family of Hooper's strange disap-
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been the small men—at six feet even—
on our college basketbull teams, he at
Howard and I at UCLA.

I assumed that Larry had comce to
talk about some aspect of the Greer
case.

“Gene.” he said finally, after we had
exchunged some small talk. “I've been
working the Greer case for five weeks.
and not once in that time have I seen a
single report of another agent. For the
first time in nineteen years. I'm working
blindfolded.™

“How does that differ? 1 asked.
“How do you usually work””
“Hell, on other cuses ['ve spent two

or three hours every morning going
over the reports of a dozen agents be-
fore 1 left the office. Every investiga-
tion follows that routine. But not Greer.
On Greer. I'm shut out. If ity The
Man’s order. O:K., fine. But suppose it
isn't? If not, I think he ought to know
what's going on. Somebody in the Bu-
reau could be double-crossing Desko-
wicz in an attempt to ecleet Wolcott.
Thut's hard to believe. but it's possible.”

“And so that's why you came to me?”
I asked.

He nodded. “I've never before tulked
about a cuse outside the Bureau, But
this involves the top man. It the Presi-
dent is being had, he should be warned.™

“This may scem strunpge to vou.” |
satd, “but I haven’t been cut in on the
Greer case. The President takes the
position that if I don’t know anvthing.
then [ won't be tempted to mislead the
press.”

I told him. honestly enough. that my
own theory about the Greer case was
almost totally conjecture.

“I suspect that Greer and lubin are
probably fags. even though that knocks
hell out of my judgment of men. But
vet, if they are. why did both tuke off at
the same time—or maybe even go
someplace together? That secems to be
the most stupid thing they could do.™

Storm shook his head. “They didn't
go together. Greer went to Rio de
Janciro. That’s not where Lubin went.”

“No?" I waited expectantly.

But Storm simply studied me.

“Look,” T said. "You tell me everv-
thing you know. If it hits me as it ap-
parently has you, I take the story to the
President tomorrow. [ will tell him
without giving my source. If he de-
mands to know, I will tell him only on
condition that he won’t reveal vour
name and that there will be no inter-
ference with vou at the Burcau, and no
reprisals.”

“0.K.." he said. "it's a deal.” He ap-
peared to be relieved. "To begin with,
your {ricnd Lubin went to Alrica-—to
Angola.”

“Angola!”

“Kissich. Who's Kissich?”

“Felix Kissich, the Nohkel prizewin-
ner. He is o research protessor in
plasma physies at Princeton. He disup-
peared teo. on September eighth, from
an international meeting in Helsinki.
We dont have two missing persons,
Gene. We have three”

Ims WHOLE SCENE seemed weird to
me. Here sat a special agent of the FBI,
unfolding  hiy story, like o mystery
writer. to an aide of the President.

"You know something?” usked Larry
after o pause. “Kissich is the main
clue.™

“How <o

"This  Kissich  probably  knows  as
many Soviet scientists as any Westerner,
For vears, he has promoted un ex-
chunge ot ideas and social contacts with
them. He's been in and out of the So-
viet U'nion so many times, he might as
well be a diplomatic courier.

“But there's another thing about Kis-
sich He's a peace disciple who believes
the Soviets are ready and we're not. He
belicves. very deeply and passionately,
that the Russians are ready to make
book that would end war in our time- -
a permanent detente, the diplomats call
it. He thinks the Russians want to settle
now—hut that his adopted country
never will agree in his lifetime.”

“IF that's true,” T said. “he's mistaken.
Fvery vear we make some new accom-
modation with the Soviets.”

“Right or wrong. Kissich hus had
enormous influence on both Lubin und
Greer. I'm sure those weekly meetings
with Lubin were study sessions. T must
confess I cun’t expluin why Kissich
wusn't present. The meetings, [ think,
were preparing Greer for the big step.

“All of which brings me to my hunch,
and here’s what 1 think the pitch s,
Gene. These three guys are heading for
Russia. They sailed secretly, after reach-
ing the ports by devious zigzag routes,
and I'm convinced that thev boarded
onc of those large Soviet oceanographic
ships in the South Atlantic. [ think they
are on therr way now to the U.S.S.R.”

Steven Greer a possible defector! Too
muany picces did not fit. too many bridges
thrown across unknown rivers,

“Detections are out of style™ T suid.
“Hell. man, there’s no need to defect
these davs, A muan can argue his piece
n either country.™

“I'm convinced that Deskowicz s
deceiving the President. Just how it
started, I'm not sure. My guess is that
the nunute Pete heard about Greer's
disappearance. he smiclled something
fishy and clamped a tight lock on all his
agents to make sure none of us knew
too much.”

“1 can’t buy defection with Steve,” 1

ntastic, and vet . . . what did 1
really know? If someone had suggested
yesterday that the CLA’s Arthur Ingram
was  monitoring  the White House
through Butter Nyvgaard. T would have
said the idea was a lunatic one. For all
of my supposed intuition about govern-
ment cnd politics. [ was lost now.

“So vou want mie to tell the President
the whole story?”
“1 do."” he said.

I SAW THE PRESIDENT at nine-fifteen

that rorning. Even compressing the
story. I talked for a half hour. He lis-
tened without interrupting me, grave
and troubled.

“Gene.” he said when [ finished,
“that s an incredible story. Precisely

who was your source for it? I want to
question this person myself.”

“He told me I could give you his
name.” | said, “only if we have your
pledge that no one else will learn of it.”

Ot course,”™ said Roudebush. “You
huve that pledge.”

“In that case. his name is Larry
Storm. one of the FBI special agents
who has been on the Greer case since
the start.™

Jill spent o hectic Saturday following
a barcly endurable confrontation with
Butter Nvgaard. Jitl moved her things
to u temporary room in the apartment
of twe other White House secretaries.
Then she came to my place that night
for a late dinner. We dissected Miss
Nvgaard to the marrow. but shied
awiay from any tulk about the White
House Both of us still felt the sting of
the President’s reprimand.

[ evcused myself several times and
tried to reach Larry, Like Dave Paulick.
Larry Storm had simply  disappeared.
As far as [ wuas concerned, we now had
five missing persons.

]lr WALKED ACROSS THE DECK, scan-
ning the horizon to the east. Spray
burst over the rail with each lunge of
the sh p. Westerly winds lashed at the
stern in gusts. The Pedro Alfonso was
heing driven faster than the eighteen
knots :hat the compact motor freighter
had muintained on the long reach from
Rio de Janeiro.

Bill Hughes. looking where the cap-
tuin pointed. saw the shape. a burr on
the dirty wool of the sky.

“That's it.” said the cuptain in Portu-
guese. "Six days. We'll be at anchor off-
shore in wnother hour.™

Hughes took a pair of bhinoculars
trom  he chart table and focused the
lenses as he sighted over the bow. He
was « chunky man with black hair.
green eves, and u scalloped nose that
had been broken twice.

"I can see the voleuno now.” said
Hughes, Taughing. Nothing was visibie.
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sure. but Steve, no.

said the captain. “No islander



“will plt out in a small boat in this
weather.”

“Then I'll use one of the Pedro’s life-
boats to go ashore.”

“You'll go alone. That island has a
couple of drownings every year.” The
captain’s tone was one of rebuke., This
American was a madman, he thought.
Who else would pay $28,000 U.S. cash,
in advance, for a roundtrip voyage to
the remote island of Tristan da Cunha,
more than two thousand miles from
Rio? And who else would brave the surf
on Tristan’s treacherous rocks?

The island gradually took form dur-
ing the next hour. At last appeared the
tiny settlement of Edinburgh, a cluster
of about seventy-five stone, thatched-
roof cottages on this most lonely and
isolated of British islands.

Hughes speculated as the freighter
drove through the seas. Would he find
his man here? If so, would he be a lone
visitor and what would his explanation
be? And why the silence of Tristan’s
radio, the island’s only link with the
world save for the occasional mail ship
out of Cape Town?

HUGHES CLIMBED OVER THE RAIL and
the gunwale of the lifeboat, seated him-
self on the middle thwart, and grasped
one of the oars. The boat lowered with
a creaking of the davits. After fifteen
minutes, he had covered less than half
the distance to the narrow mouth of the
harbor. A tall man with a bullhorn
watched him from the beach.

“Pull to your right, quick.” he called.

The warning came too late, The bow
of the wooden boat struck a great lump
of volcanic rock and the following
wave twisted the boat parallel to the
stony beach, Hughes was flung into the
water about fifteen yards from shore.
The next wave carried him shoreward
like a bundle of wash.

The tall man in the windbreaker ran
toward the water. Hughes felt an arm
go about his waist and found himself
being dragged high on the graveled
beach.

“Well, how do you feel?’ asked the
stranger. “You could have been killed.”

The man led Hughes up to a gray
lava road, stepping carefully on the
slippery rocks. Hughes could see an ox
pulling a cart loaded with stone.

The islanders were gathered in a
meadow several hundred yards from
the harbor. All faced the newcomer.

“Tristan’s welcoming committce,”
said the tall man. He put out his hand.
“Call me Joe.”

“All right,” agreed Hughes.

“And what’s your name?” asked the
man.

“Bill Hughes. The Bill is real. So is
the Hughes—1Joe.”

“What's your business here?”

“Government business. The United
States.”

guest down the road to the knot of
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“This is Mr. William Hughes from
the United States,” explained Joe to the
crowd. “He will be our guest for a
time.”

Hughes waved a
everybody.”

greeting. “Hello,

AL SHORT, SCRUBBY MAN stepped for-
ward. Black-gray whiskers draped his
face like Spanish moss. A front tooth
was missing. He wore a heavy blue
sweater and short-visored woolen cap.

Joc introduced him to Hughes as
Norman Green, headman of the island.
Hughes knew the name from his read-
ing. Green was a descendant of onc of
the first families to settle the island a
century and a half ago.

*Norman,” said Joe in a low voice,
“you tell the Pedro that Mr. Hughes is
staying on indefinitely and that they're
to sail back to Rio. O.K.?7"

“0.K.,” said Green.

“Let’s go. Hughes.” Joe grasped the
protesting newcomer firmly by an arm.
“We're going to my place.”

They walked in silence.

“Where’s  Steve  Greer?”
Hughes.

Joe did not break stride.
questions here.”

Joe's stone cottage nestled in a hol-
low. A stone chimney framed one end
of the house, The interior was fashioned
from the driftwood and fittings of ves-
sels wrecked long ago. Planks lined the
walls. Beams, painted green, supported
a wooden ceiling. The furniture was
crude, a few wooden chairs, a pitted
table with sawhorse lcgs, and two single
beds. The fireplace was bare.

“All right,” Joe said. His long face
was unsmiling. “Who do you work for?”
“As I said, the U. S. Government.”

“My guess would be you work for
the CIA. Am I right?”

“Not allowed to answer that ques-
tion. Let’s just say that I'm personally
acquainted with Arthur V. Ingram.”

“I want to know just why you're on
Tristan da Cunha.”

“Well, let’s see. I am looking for a
prominent Washington attorney named
Stephen Byficld Greer, I'm supposed to
talk to him and his friend Phil Lubin
from Johns Hopkins. It scems they
maintained a little R Street menage in
Washington for about a year. and then,
presto, they both take off. Finally dis-
covered that he sailed from Rio on a
trawler called the Casa Alegre. No idea
where. But, at last, the Alegre put back
into port, and [ got the captain snock-
ered. Tough man. but corrupt. The cap-
tain tells me he took Mr. Greer to the
island of Tristan da Cunha. So. hearing
that. I hired me a small but fast one. the
Pedro Alfonso. Well now, warden, how
about telling me something? What in

asked

*“I ask the

“Oh,” said Joc. He IARMONRiEDT ltﬁfg@lgg@}m 6&!@“ fo[alétgp(ig gg
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[Lubin? And by whose orders and for
what purpose?”’

JOE STRETCHBED HIS LEGS and appraised
his guest anew. “You're a cool one.
Bill. I like you. even if you are a non-
stop yakker. I'll leave the talking to

vou. As for me. I'm under orders and [
obey them.”
“Dull kind of life.” said Hughes

brightly, “So what am 1 supposed to do
now?”

“First,” said Joe. “vou arc not to
speak to anybody on the islund except
headman Norman Green and myself.
Second, you are not to tuke notes of
any kind. Third, you ure not to enter
the radio shack. That's the house with
the antenna on it. Fourth. vou are not
to approach a house known as the
Mabel Clark. If vou're wondering, it's
culled that because 1t was built from
salvage of a sailing vessel of that name
wrecked here a century ago. Number
live; if a4 ship should pass or approach
the island. you are not to signal it in any
way. Otherwise, the islands yours. Of
course, we'll be wutching you.™

“Thanks a lot. [t's not a fuair trade. |
tell you the works. You tell me noth-
mg.”

“That's the way it is.”

ARTIIL‘R INGRAM LINGERED over his
coffee. Then he switched on the over-
head indirect lighting. adjusted his read-
ing glasses. and once again went through
the deciphered file.

Fros: John. Rio
Fo: Vic, Washington
Captain of Casa Alegre knows Greer
whereabouts. Asks $1000. Request permis-
sion for payment.

9,26 1803 £

roM: Vie, Washington
I'o: John, Rio
Grranted. Hereafter
necessary. Urgent.

use station funds s

9.26 1849 Z

Froat: John. Rio
T'o: Vie, Washington
Casa Alegre captain savs he transported
Grreer to island of Tristan da Cunha. My
evaluation 1 A. Can charter 18-hknot motor
vessel to Tristun. Instructions.

2T Z

From: Vic, Washington

I'o: John. Rio

Proceed Tristun at once. Report suonest.
9.27 1501 Z

Froai: John. Rio
['o: Vie. Washington
Sailing Tristan within hour. Charter cost,
round-trip, $28,000. Ship Pedro Aifonso,
Braziliun registry. Pedro’s radio not re-
hable. Will report on arrival island via
Radio Tristun. Sailing time, five days. 1 x-
pect my report night of Oct 3 latest.

Y. 280915 Z

Ingram tapped W}bﬁﬁ&‘}bg‘#%

stack of messages C It Wias
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the promised deadline.

Ingram sorted out his thoughts. Lady
Y's cover hud been blown by Gene
Cultigan. While Culligan had made no
spectfic charge to Miss Nygaard. he ob-
viously  believed she worked for the
For one thing. he mentioned
the name “Nick™ to her. For another,
the next day, Saturday, Culligan’s see-
retary. Jill Nichols, moved out abruptly
from Butter Nygaard’s apartment.

What of Stephen Greer! Actually,
Ingram knew very little, even now. The
presidential prohibition had forced him
general Agency investiga-
tion. Ingram had dured usce only John,
but John. his best South  American
agent, had been hobbled. Ingrum knew,
via Miss Nygaard, that Dr. Lubin had
vanished from Baltimore alter almost
a year of seeret meetings with Greer in
an R Street apartment. Ingram  also
knew  that Roudebush  withheld  con-
tents of FBI reports from his own stafl,
and that Gene Culligan had threatened
to resign over the issue, then agreed to
hold off for ten days. What could that
mean?

All of this, Ingrum recalled. had im-
pelled him to suggest that Miss Ny-
guard accompany Moflal to Louisville
to briel’ Hillary Kulp for his television
speech.

There was a rap on the door. It was
the young duty oflicer.

“Rudio Tristan does not answer, sir.
Communications thinks  Tristan  muy
not heep a twenty-four-hour watch, Of
course. we could try through the South
Africons. I'm told Cape Town has daily
contact with Radio Tristan.™

ours past

Agency.

to ftorgo a

“Ne' Ingram shook his head. “Per-
haps tomorrow.”
After the duty officer left. Ingram

sat thinking for a few more minutes,
then  dialed the number of Senator
Owen Mollut’s home.

A halt hour Luter the Senator entered
the othice.

“Any word
ashed Mottat.

“Not e word,” said Ingram.
silence dues not fit his character.
worried ahout the Kulp specch.”

Mottut nodded. 1 thought it would
be unwise to go off half-cocked when
there was o reul possibility of some-
thing definite. It's arranged for Thurs-
day night. [t all depends on you-—-and
John ™

“That's my trouble, Owen. T haven't
heard from John, He's fur overdue.”™ He
described the Agency’s unsuccessful cf-

from Roudebush yet?”

And the
I'm

fort to make contact with Radio 'lris—
tan. “I'm in the dark. I don’t hike it
“Tristan,” mused Moffat. “I've read

evenvthing T could find about that island
since vou told me. It makes no sense at
all. Why would Greer and Lubin go to

K)U‘s m

ORQ920074t0 17

]
autioning gesture
l Owen. We have
no knawluly_ thut Lubin went to Tris-
tun d. Cunha. In fact. we have no idea
where he went, All we know is that he
disapreared. and that the FBI is follow-
ing him as closely, apparently. as it is
Stephen Greer.”

“The fuct is, Arthur.” Moffat said.
“that we know very little for certain. In
such o sttuation, Stanley Wolcott must
protect himself against all possible de-
velopments, I've talked this over care-
tullv with Matty Silkworth and we are
agreeo. There is only one weapon that
can give Wolcott tull protection now.”

“And what is that?”

"Your resignation,”

“Restgn!™

said Moffat.
Ingram looked like a man
singled out for human sacrifice.

“Yos, resign,” repeated Moflat.

“I'moafraid T don't understand.”
Ingram.

“Stephen Greer. entrusted with vital
securny information.  has  abandoned
his country. In this crucial situation,
President Roudebush relies entirely on
the F3I0 o largely domestic agency, to
truce s triend. Why hasn't he enlisted
the e vices of the one organization. the
Central Intelligence Agency, equipped
by st.tute and by long experience to
gather information outside the United
States”? Is Paul Roudebush endungering
the sceurity of the United Stutes just
to protect a triend and win an clection?
As a muan of honor, you can do no less.
Arthur, and you know 1t.”

“Does Stanley Wolcott know of this
stggestion?” asked Ingram.

“Nuo. the idea was worked out by
Sitkworth, Kulp. and me.™

said

I.\'GR\.\{ AROSE and walked to the long
window overlooking the parapet of the
buildi1g and the dark hills.

“All right. then” he said. His voice
was fat, dry. T’} resign this week, 1
leave it to you and Silkworth as to the
day and hour.”

Moffat left the room ucross the soft,
deep carpeting. In the brightly lighted
corridor, he turned to look at the direc-
tor’s vellow door and the discreet. black
sign: "7D6O. DCL™

This vellow door had opened on the
cyric of Washington's second most pow-
crful official. It had closed on a man
dispossessed.  Politics had  its  brutal,
naked moments. Moflat shrugged. He
had done what he had to do. Arthur In-
gram was in his pocket.

Arthur Ingram lifted the jangling re-
ceiver of his green phone. the direct,
scrambled line to the Defense Intelli-
genee Agency at the Pentagon.

“What do we know ahout a couple of
Comriunist ships, one of them a Soviet
cruiser, heuding toward the islund of
Tristun da Cunha in the South Atlan-
tic?" usked the DIA chief, Lieutenant

m usrpfoA 1IB(R13§§:L‘OK1 %omgaﬁg%zlqu)ﬁz?mrrcd Ingram.

[continued |
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Golden Hills Academy
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Stephen Greer on Tristan. The island’s
radio either out of commission or
pointedly refusing to receipt for mes-
sages. No word from “John.”

“Do these ships fit any pattern you
have in your shop?” asked Palfrey.

“No,” said Ingram.

“Don’t you think we’d better scrape
together whatever we have?” asked
Palfrey. “I’d like to be prepared in case
the President calls. It smells a little
strange. Don’t you think so, Arthur?”

“1 do. Tell you what, Marvin. Let me
think about it and I'li get back to you.”

Ingram sat for half an hour, puzzling,
piecing, conjecturing. Greer on Tristan.
Tristan’s radio down. “John” where? A
Russian cruiser and Chinese freighter
steaming toward Tristan da Cunha.

Then he placed a call to Senator
Owen MofTat and reached him after a
few minutes of search at the Metro-
politan Club.

“Owen,” said Ingram, “1 think we’'d
better have another talk immediately.
I’ve changed my mind as to motive on
the basis of new information. Owen, 1
think Greer is defecting.”

J ILL WALKED BACK TO HER DESK and
slumped in her chair with her arms on
the typewriter.

“Gene,” she said in that soft, small
voice, “if I weren’t so beat, I'd cry.”

I understood. We had been forced to
lock the door of the press office soon
after lunch that afternoon. Our little
command quarters for official informa-
tion had become a beleaguered outpost,
under attack from the press and com-
pletely cut off from the commander-in-
chief.

I walked over to Jill and kneaded her
shoulder. She gave me a frail smile.
“Thanks,” she said. “Sometimes 1 wish
Steve Greer had never been born. How
many more days of this I can take, I
don’t know.”

We werce sinking under a deluge of
demands. Somewhere, somehow, a dam
had burst. The city was awash with
rumors.

ABC wanted confirmation of a re-
port that a Russian armada was sud-
denly loose in the South Atlantic. NBC
had its own rumor: that Hillary Kulp,
in his all-network speech for Wolcott
tomorrow night, would charge that
Greer and Lubin had defected to Rus-
sia. The Los Angeles Times wanted to
check a rumor that an FBI agent
named Larry Storm had been fired be-
cause he knew too many scamy details
about the Greer case.

A White House staffer who normally
had quick access to Roudebush called
to complain that he could not reach the
President.

My first order from the President’s
OROBG0Z0074000°A and then it bris-

tled. “The President wants you to come
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usual banter.

The President looked up from some
papers as I walked in.

“I'm sorry I haven’t been available,
Gene,” he said. “Too much happening
too fast. T wanted you in here because
our friend from across the river—
Arthur—will be here in a minute.”

THE poorR OPENED and Grace Lalley
nodded to the President. Arthur Ingram
entered.

“Good afternoon, Mr. President,”
said Ingram. He was pressced to crisp
edges, his tie ncatly knotted above a
collar clasp, his expensive cordovans
agleam with polish.

“I would prefer to speak to you in
private, Mr. President,” he said.

“Oh, don’t mind Gene,” said Roude-
bush. “He’s become my liaison man on
policy concerning the Agency.”

“This is a personal matter,”
Ingram.

“I think it best that Gene remain.
You said your business was urgent?”

“Yes, sir.” Ingram folded his arms as
if to fortify himself. “I am here, Mr.
President, to tender my resignation.”

“I see. As of when, may I ask?”

“Effective tomorrow.”

“May I have the reasons, please?”

“Certainly.” Ingram was rigid in his
chair. “You have specifically forbidden
my Agency to join the scarch for two
prominent missing persons, despite the
fact that one of these men has been
outside the United States for some time
and despite the fact that both men pos-
sess information vital to the sccurity of
this country. This exhibits a distrust, a
contempt—or a fear—of my Agency
that completely vitiates my usefulness.”

“And why do you think T issued that
order?” asked Roudebush.

“I have no certain knowledge. I can
only speculate. The director of Central
Intelligence obviously is not in the con-
fidence of the President. His value, there-
fore, is minimal. If you need a further
reason for my resignation, you have
just stated it.”

Roudebush studied Ingram for a mo-
ment. “Arthur, do you have a promise
from Governor Wolcott that you will
be his CIA director in event of his
election?”

“What Governor Wolcott may or
may not intend is for him to say.”

“Arthur,” he said after a time, “we
both know that your resignation at this
time would be highly embarrassing to

said

me politically. The campaign is entering .

its final phase.” He glanced sharply at
Ingram. “What you' forget is that the
President of the United States also has
a forum. And, believe me, in this case,
I’'d use it. 1 don’t think the American
people would look favorably upon a
man whom the President accuses of
recruiting young scie

man who plants a Aﬂgtsé qf—sor::l?
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learn Speedwriting in just six
weeks.

Speedwriting uses simple
abc’s you already know. There ¥
are no strange symbols or :
confusing machines. So, in
just six weeks, you can be
taking dictation at 100 to 120 [
words per minute, That's 50%
faster than civil service and most businesses require.

And you can learn Speedwriting shorthand at
home in your spare time. .. or attend classes in any
of 475 cities in 28 countries. Typing also available.

A free sample lesson and brochure describing the
course are yours for the asking. Use the coupon, or
send your name and address to School of Speed-
Ivén%ng,o (I))cpu 508-8, 55 West 42 Street, New York,

Speedwriting

SHORTHAND IN 6 WEEKS

Please send me, without obligation, your free
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under 17, check here for booklet “A”. [
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HOME STUDY

GLISH
HOLDING YOU BACK?

| have helped thousands of men and women
to ovarcome the handicap of poor English
and to become effective speakers, writers,
and conversationalists. With my new C.I.
Method you can stop making mistakes,
build up your vocabulary, speed up your
reading, develop writing skill, learn the
“sacrets” of conversation. Takes only 15
minutes a day in your own home. Costs
little! Send coupon or write today! (Be
sure to include your zip code.)

2 FREE BOOKLETS Don Bolander, Career Institute
Dept. 8702, 555 E. Lunge 5t., Mundelein, Hlinois 60060

Please mail me your 2 FREE booklets an English,
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High School Course

G [0 Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly as gour time and abilities permit. Course

equivalent to resident school work —prepares for college

entrance exams. Standard H, 8. texts supplied. Diploma,

Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if

desired. High school education is very important for advancement

in business and industry and soclally. Don’t be handicapped all
our life. Be a High Qc:hnol ﬁ:adunte Start your training now.
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This Money-Saving Wa
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self Piano, Gul- ¥
tar, ANY instru-
ment—cven if y .
don’t know a note now! Famous proven Course
makes it easy as A-B-C, Play actual pieces right
away. FREE booklet. U.S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC,
Studio 928, Port Washington, N. Y. 11050.
f Fst. 1898. Iu' N. Y. State IZdne. Dept.) Teor out this ad.
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ASSISTANT!
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State Zip_
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SEND FOR FREE BOOKLET
Enjoy prestige, pleasant working conditions and
morc interesting work in one of today’'s most at-
tractive careers. Wayne School can help vyou
prepare quickly and easily in spare time. No pre-
vious experience required. Training covers lab
and x-ray theory, personality development,
receptionist duties, chairside assistance, patient
psychology and many other interesting subjects.
Taught by experienced professionals. Low cost
includes all materials and texts, Pay as you
learn. Malil the coupon now for booklet.

WAYNE SCHOOL oot 30514,
417 S. Dearborn, Chicago, Illinols 60605.
Please send free booklet, ‘The Dental Assistant I
—Her Work and Her Future’.
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country club frequented byv oflicers,
both civilian and military. ol his own
government. or a man who goes to the
incredible length of monitoring the pri-
vate conversations of his President.”
The President hesitated briefly, then
erupted.

“Damn it, Ingram, do vyou realize
what it means to place vour own Presi-
dent under secret surveillance? Perhaps
the real curse of our svstem is that vou
can’t be hung forit.”

Ingram rose. He bowed. so slightly
that 1t became a gesture of contempt.

“With your permission, sir.” he said.
“Further talk would be futile.”

rn
1 HE PRESIDENT STOOD UP,

“Arthur, if vou announce your resig-
nation tomorrow, you will muke your-
self a fool before the whole country.
You've completely misjudged the na-
ture of the Greer case. For that. you
cannot be technicully blamed. | had in-
tended to keep you fully informed. but
I changed my mind when 1 learned
about the yvoung physicists and Opera-
tion Flveatcher. | learned last week
that for more than two years vou have
surreptitiously  monitored my  private
conversations vin Miss Nygaard. And
then, to my umazement, | learned that
vou had deficd my specific orders by
dispatching one of your agents to the
istand of Tristan. That was outrageous
insubordination. It might have huad dJi-
sastrous  effects too--1 it weren't for
the diplomatic skil of several men.
Steve Greer and Secret Service Agent
Don Sheehan among them.™

Ingram wus a man transfixed.

“And so. Arthur.” Roudebush said.
“I merely advise vou that I think -al-
though | cunnot be positive about it- -
tiut you will be muaking o tragic per-
sonal mustake if vou announce vour
resignation tomorrow,”

“I intend to take that risk.” Ingram
bowed. "Muy I leave now?”

“Of course.”

Without a word of parting, Ingram
squared his shoulders and left the room.

Roudebush shook his head. “Well,
thank God that's over with. [ want that
conversution recorded at once, Gene”

He flipped some pages on his desk
calendar. “Gene, 1 want to upologize 10
you. You've been foval and vou'se done
a good job under tremendous hundi-
caps. I wanted to level with vou from
the start, but I just couldn’t. The nature
of Steve's mission was too delicate. The
smallest leak might have meant catas-
trophe.”

1 hasn't been easy.” [ said.

“There are several things you should
be thinking about. 1 want to present a
group of people—including some for-
eigners—at a regular press confercnce

wire. Hillary Kulp's hig explosion is
slated for tomorrow night. all networks.
paid time by the Wolcott committee.
[Us costing them more than three hun-
dred thousand dollars.”

Roudebush looked guickly troubled
again. 1 hope.” he suid slowly, “we'll
be uble to save the governor's people
some money.”

,]ux AND | ARRIVED at the press oflice
at the ungodly hour of 6 a.M. We were
sitting on my desk. sipping our coflee,
when Grace Lalley rang with the cryp-
tic advice that we should go to the back
lawn “to see something interesting.”

We joined Grace on the lawn. Three
Secret Service men appeared from the
center ot the house beneath the bal-
cony. then came the President. holding
the arm ol a woman who was chatting
awiay al him. She was Susannah Greer.
hatless.in a trim. chic. blue trench coat.

Roudebush wore a snap brim hat and
Lin topeoat with upturned collar.

A tew seconds later. we heard the
clattering  grind  of a  helicopter. It
swung  clumsily over the Ellipse and
then headed toward the White House
with its big rotary blades thrashing.

The chopper settled down. rattling
and cruckling like pots und pans in a
suddenly  disturbed kitchen, just a few
vards from the President. The first man
out the tront hatch was Don Shechan.
He waved triumphantly at the Presi-
dent, then pointed behind himself. The
second mun was Stephen Greer, dressed
i o osport shirt, an old leather jacket,
and  khhaki pants. He jumped  down.
grinned. and held his hands up in a
boxer’s hundelasp. Sue Greer ran out to
meet him and thev threw their arms
around each other. ‘Then Steve. with
Sue clutching his arm. walked over t
grect the President.

The third man. little to my surprise
hy this tme. was Phil Lubin. He was
smiling. diffidently. Then followed three
men | orecognized as members of the
Army Signal Corps unit attached to the
White House. The last two men to leave
the helicopter were Larry Storm. wear-
ing & windbreaker and denim trousers.
and big Dave Paulick.

The helicopter Tifted off the lawn and
thrashed awav. Almost at once another
chopper Tumbered toward us across the
Ellipse. The second “copter disgorged
stv more men. One of them appeared to
me 1o be an Asian amd one was a burly
tellow with long arms and a craggy,
sunburned face: Barnev Loomis.

The new arrivads walked in single
file towurd the Roudebush welcoming
party. There was a great deal of bow-
g and hundshaking, and then the Pres-
ident led them all into the White House.
Ihe chopper then took off.

4

said Grace Lal-
walked back to-

ward her office.

The President called me at about
eight o'clock and instructed me to go
ahead with the requests for network
time. I spent an hour on the phone. but
the magic word “Greer™ vaporized all
network resistance. We could have had
the entire afternoon if we had wanted
it. Then, at 9:30 a.mM., I made the an-
nouncement to the press.

The State  Department  auditorium
began filling just a few minutes after
the news hit the UPI and AP city news
tickers. The UPI rang bells and triple-
spaced the item for emphasis:

CORRESPONDENTS:

WHITE HOUSLE PRESS SECRE-
TARY LEUGENE R. CULLIGAN
SAYS THERE WILL BE A MAIJOR
NEWS BREAK ON THE STEPHEN
GREER CASE AT NOON. PRIESI-
DENT ROUDEBUSH AND “OTH-
ERS™ WILL APPEAR AT A PRESS
CONFERENCE IN THE STATE DE-
PARTMENT AUDITORIUM. TO BE
TELEVISED LIVE, ALL NET-
WORKS.

10/7—RMO936AED

Whut follows is my transcript of the
press conference:

Thr PresipeNT: Ladies and gentlemen
of the press. my fellow Americans, and
those across the seas who are watching

on television or listening by radio . . . 1
come before you today with a proud
and  happy heart. My good friend.

Stephen B. Greer, has returned safely
from a1 mission on behalf of his country
and of the whole world, He comes
home. not with a tidy conclusion, but
with « beginning. It is a venture which
has filled my dreams for many months,
a4 beginning for you. for me. for all of
mankind. But it is. T warn you. only a
start. There is much work yet to be
done. much patience. tolerance, and
forbearance to be exacted from each of
us. But it is a beginning of great prom-
ise. and 1 exult in it

A tew words of digression here for
my good friends of the various media
before me. One of your fraternity, Mr.
David Paulick, editor of D.P.s Dossier,
recent v ocame to my oflice. [ learned
that by dint of hard. unrelenting pur-
suit of the news. he had discovered a
great  deal  about  what, for  many
months. o number of us in the adminis-
tratior have called Operation Alpha. |
told Mr. Paulick the entire story and
asked him to withhold publicaton for
ten diovs or so. He proaptly agreed.
Mr. Faulick s a hard bargainer. He
demanded his quid pro quo. 1 decided
to Iy Mr. Paulick to the scene of Opera-
tion Alpha so that he might get an ac-
curate firsthand picture. He was ac-
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Now I think you should hear the
story of Operation Alpha from some of
the men who labored in it. And to start
that story, I introduce to you my old
and good friend, Mr. Stephen B. Greer.
SterueN B. GRreER: For me, Alpha
began one night three ycars ago in New
York City at a mecting of the board of
directors of the World Law Fund, of
which I'm a member.

The Fund is dedicated to establishing
a world of law to replace the violent,
chauvinistic disorder which now marks
the affairs of nations—and. has for cen-
turies. At our board meeting we heard
a number of speakers discuss the prob-
lem of expanding the rule of law into
new areas. One of these men made an
eloquent appeal on the banning of nu-
clear weapons. His theme was that the
very existence of these monstrous Kkill-
ers—even if not used—sabotaged the
goal of a world governed by law instead
of force and violence. A psychotic or
rash leader could wipe out half of civi-
lization in a single afternoon, law or nd
law.

I was intrigued and deeply moved.
As a result, Dr, Kissich and I met a
number of times that year in New York
City. Gradually, he persuaded me that
the nuclear bomb must go.

I had a long talk with President
Roudebush at the White House on the
subject. He said in substance: “All right,
Steve. But how do we go about jt?”

There followed two night meetings at
the White House of the President, Dr.
Kissich, and myself. We concluded that
the statesmen of the world were hob-
bled by an almost infinite number of

, and mdny, many more.

So we three arrived at what I could
best call a dry-run plan. Dr. Kissich set
to work. He talked first with some of
his fellow Nobel Prize laurcates and then
later with many men and women in
wider circles of atomic science, always,
of course, in strict confidence. He went
to many capitals, both in Communist
and non-Communist countries, and he
haunted the international conferences
where scientists gathered. All of these
men and women joined in a pact and
pledged themselves to secrecy. The
organization’s name was Alpha—for
“the beginning”-—and it was dedicated
to the abolition of all nuclcar weapons.
Kissich got Alpha members in cach of
the eleven nuclear nations to nominate
two of their number to serve on a draft-
ing committee. After months of prob-
ing, he became convinced that an
eleven-nation body would be quite un-
wicldy. So he compressed his secarch to
but five nations—ten delcgates, two
from cach of the big nuclear powers.

That’s where I came in. We decided
that 1 would attend the meeting, not as a
delegate, but as an unoflicial representa-
tive of the President of the United
States, advising on both political and
legal angles.

From the outset, we realized that a
major problem would be Communist
China. Therefore we decided that, in
addition to learning the rough funda-
mentals of atomic physics and mathe-
matics, I should begin a tutored course
in the Chinese language, customs, and
policies.

That is the reason I met the famous
Dr. X. He is Dr. Phillip J. Lubin of

ozen ranking mathematicians of the
world. Dr. Lubin also has command of
five languages, including a fluency in
Chinese.

Dr. Lubin and I went to work more
than a year ago, meeting weekly on
Wednesday nights in a Washington
apartment. Even my wife did not know
where I went Wednesday nights.

Felix Kissich finally wound up his
preparations in April of this year. He
had his ten men lined up, two atomic
scientists of highest reputation from
cach of the five large nuclear powers.
He and Dr. Lubin were to represent the
U.S. members of the Alpha Society,
with me as unofficial White House con-
sultant,

Frankly, we all had a domestic politi-
cal problem. How could we carry out a
secret venturc of this global extent and
importance in the midst of an Ameri-
can presidential campaign? If the news
of Alpha lcaked out, would the under-
taking flounder in a political cross-fire,
or would the President be accused of
some flamboyant gesture for political
advantage? How could 1, with my
known relationship to the President,
just drop out of sight without my disap-
pearance becoming a political issue? I
urged the President at a White House
mecting in carly July to postpone the
entirc project until after the election.
Kissich argued that there would never
be a right time.

The President agreed with Kissich,
making the vote two to two. And, as
you all know, in case of a tie, the Presi-
dent seldom loses. So we decided to go
ahead.

And now, since I've talked long
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enough, the story will be taken up here
by my friend and tutor, Phil Lubin.
Pureie J. Lusin: Perhaps vou're won-
dering. why all the secrecy? Welll we
all agreed that the inevitahle debate und
uproar might shatter our chances for
success before we really got started. In
this country. there were certain extrem-
ists to contend with. And the foreign
scientists. almost without exception, re-
fused to attend unless they had positive
assurances from President Roudebush
that the Central Intellipence Agency
would in no way be involved. The CIA
has a very poor image abroad. So, Pres-
ident  Roudebush  gave his word ot
.oor that the ClA would not be
brought into the operation.

The President in return exacted w
pledge from the other three heads of
sute  that none of  their intelligence
agencies would pluce the conference or
its auxiliary prepurations under surveil-
lance.

After much searching for a place to
meet, we finally settled on the island of
Tristan da Cunha, deep in the South
Atlantic. This is a small, remote. vol-
canic British island with about 250 in-
habitants and a dependable radio facil-
ity. Tristan has no airfield and no har-
bor except a tiny one for small bouts.
Normally, Tristan da Curha'’s contact
with the outside world is confined to a
muil ship from South Africa which calls
six or seven times a vear. So. Tristun
suited our purposes exactly. and it wus
agreed upon as the site.

I'he three Chinese delegates reached
Iristan by flyving to Buenos Aires. then
chartering & motor vessel for the vov-
aee to the island. The Russians came to
Iristan on a Soviet submarine which
made most of its South Atluntic trip
submerged. T'he French and  British
contingents were brought to the ishind
on a British destroyer. We Americans
traveled by individual routes.

Prefiminary talks got under way on
Iristan September 8. We made some
progress. but not untit Kissich arrived
September 17 did the negotiating pick
up speed.

The muain problem which dogged us
wus that of international inspection ol
nuclear warhead dismantling. It was
A, Bernard Loomis of the Educational
Micro  company  who  provided  the
licahthrough. For some years, working
under an Atomic Lnergy Commission
contract. Mr. Loomis’ research division
had been trving to develop a device
which could detect the existence of nu-
clear weapons in stockpiles or in final
process of assembly. In other words. no
explosion would be necessary to acu-
vale a  monitoring instrument  many
hundreds or thousands of miles away.

Late in September. Barney loomis

himself came to, Tristan by orde f
President Roudeﬁmrﬁyqéxfgﬁ [%%i?a
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by the new discovery. This was a
clincher. for the list tallied with the
knowledpe that each scientist had of
his own country’s atomic sites.

That roadblock behind us, we fin-
tshed our work just two days ago, on
the evening of Tuesday, October 5. All
ten members of Alpha signed the agree-
ment. Felix Kissich last at 6:50 P.M.
Tristan time.

I shall now, with the permission of

President Roudebush, read the agree-
ment.
AGREEMENT OF TRISTAN DA
CUNHA

1. The buasic charter of the United Nations
shall be amended to tortid the produc-
tion. possession, or use of nuclear weapons,
of whitever type or size. by any nation,
Eroup. o1 person.

20 AN eaiting nuclear weapons anywhere
in the world shall be destroved on or be-
fare one sear after the ratification of the
substance of this apreement by the United
Nalions.

3. The General Assembly of the United
Nutions shall elect a committee of fifteen
members.  including  one national  from
cach of the nuclear powers and no more
than one member from any nation. which
shall be empowered to carry out the pro-
visions of Puint Two {2) of this agree-
ment by stuch methods, rules. and regula-
tions as the committee may devise.

Originally we planned to announce
the Tristan agreement simultancously
in Washington, London, Moscow, and
Peking. But at the last minute. because
ol threatened premature disclosure and
sonte other factors, we decided to fly
many  of the participants  directly  to
W.shington for this press conference.
Members of the Chinese  delegation,
plus Dr. Kissich and one Russian, are
todiy en route to Peking. Nationally
mined groups are also en route to Mos-
cow and London from Tristan.

I think that's all. Most of us are
sleepy and ready for bed. My part in
Operation  Alpha has been the most
satisying experience in my hife.

Tur Presipr~t: Well done. Dr. Lubin.
Ou behalf of the American people. 1
thank you all,

And that is the basic story of Alpha.

When the new Congress mects in
January, Iintend on the first day to send
the Tristan text to the Senate and ask
that body tor a vote of confidence in
the objectives of Alpha. I willl as you
realize. be President untl January 20,
regardiess of the election’s outcome.

Late last nighte | called Guvernor
Wolcott in Springficld and told him suh-
stantially what vou have heard today.
The governor questioned me  closely
and [ obelieve thut my o oanswers were
candid. He said that while he could not
commit other leaders of hiv party. he
personadly would sulp nort the spirit, if
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ment >f Tristan. He will make a full

I salute the governor as a great
Amerizan and as a wise citizen of the
world. His assent means that. whatever
else happens to the Agreement of Tris-
tan. it will not become a matter of bit-
ter dispute between the two major party
candicates for President.

And so, my friends, there vou have
Operation Alpha. a venture conceived
in the brilliant mind of a Nobel laureate
in physics, a saga which began at Burn-
ing Tree. a guest which [ hope with all
my heart will not falter until the last
nuclei.r weapon has vanished from this
carth.

I would ask every one of vou listen-
ing w1d watching today. in whatever
land. -0 search vour minds. vour hearts.
and vour souls, and then join the no-
blest of all crusades—the preservation
of the human race.

Alpha is our beginning.

Il' WS ONE OF THOSE fresh, bright days
of June that scem as newly scrubbed as
a schoolgirl in carly morning. A breeze
stirred the trees. a cardinal sang on a
limb still damp from the night’s cleans-
ing ruin, and the air felt cool and light to
the skin.

Lary Storm. Dave Paulick. Miguel
Loomis. and I were about to have lunch
in the Burning Tree Club’s dining room,
which overlooks the first fairway where
Steve Greer hegan  his  extraordinary
guest ten months before. We sat next to
the vpen windows and watched the day
dancue about us.

We were in a buovant mood.

The United Nations carly that week
had puaranteed the future of the Agree-
ment of Tristun, endorsing it by an
overwhelming vote. Muchinery also was
set in motion to amend the charter of
the UN.. and a committee had bheen
clected to devise rules and regulutions
for the dismantling of all nuclear weap-
ons by October S, the first anniversary
of the signing of the Tristan pact.

I had a personal reason for enjoving
this day. although the President had not
included it among the causes for cele-
brati>n. Storm. Paulick. and  Miguel
Looiais were all coming to the apart-
ment tonight for Jill's twenty-fifth birth-
day purty. All of them had attended our
wedding on November 3, the day after
Paul Roudebush’s reelection, when Mi-
guel served as my best man.

“And who's going to write the real
insice story of Alpha?” asked Miguel.

“Dave’s the writing man,” I said.
Paulick looked pleased. I paused. "But
I've got the material.”

1 B.GAN WRITING the first chapter of
Van'shed the next pight and finished
exactly one year later,
EUGENE R. CULLIGAN
Washington, D.C.
June 20



